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t»ttEFACE 

TO THE TRAGEDIES- 

I AM desirous to anticipate a censure Which the ^- 
tieri ireader will be ready^ to brings forward on tiie a|ip*- 
rent inconsistency between the cotitents of thlii rdhifiM^, 
Composed of dramatic pieces, and several sentimentB not 
ttifhMjuentty introduced in some of the other volumes, 
tespecting the dangeroua tendency of certain publte 
tfiiUseftients, in which dramatic entertainments will be 
naturally included. The candid reader will be able tb 
aolve the paradox, when it is intimated at what differefii 
periods of life these diflferent pieces ¥rere written. Thfe 
dates, if they -w&t regularly preserved, would ezplidii 
that the seeming disagreement does not involve a contra- 
diction, as it proceeds not from an inconsistency, but 
^rom a revolution in the sentiments of Uie autiior. 

9rom my youthful course of reading, and early habits 
ef society and conversation, aided perhaps by that natu- 
ral but secret bias which the inclination gives to the 
judgment, I had been led to entertain Oiat common, but, 
as I must now think, delusive and groundless hope, that 
the stage, under certain regulations, might be convert- 
ed into a school of virtue; and thus, like many others, 
inferred, by a seemingly reasonable conclusion, that 
though a bad play would always be a bad thing, yet the 
representation of a good one might become not only 
harmless, but useful; and that it required nothing more 
than a correct judgment and a critical selection, to trans- 
form a pernicious pleasure into a profitable entcrtaki- 
ment. 

vol. II. ^ B 
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9 PRXVACB. 

On these grounds (while perhaps^ at was iotimatod 

above, it was nothing more than the indulgence of a pro^ 
pensity) I was led to flatter myself that it might be 
tendering that inferior serrice to society which the fiu 
bricator of safe and innocent amnsements may reasonabljr 
be supposed to confer, to attempt some theatrical ccwn- 
positions, whiph, whatever other defects might be justly 
imputable to them, should' at least be found to have been 
written on the side of vh^tia and modssty; and Which 
4bottld neither hold out any corrupt image to the mia^ 
nor any impure description to the £ftncy. 

As the following' pieces were written and perfatmed 
at an early period of my life, under the above impres- 
sions, I feel it a kind of duty (imploring pardtm for th^ 
unavoidable egotinn to which it leads) not to send 
them afresh into the world in this collection, wtthimt 
{prefixing to them a candid declaration of my altered 
view. In so doing, I am fuUy aware that I equaUy sub- 
ject myself to the opposite censures of two dl&penir 
classes of readers, ope of which will think that the best 
evidence of my sincerity would have been the suppreSf 
sion of the tragedies themselves, while the other will 
reprobate the cliange of sentiment which gives birtbt» 
tlie qualiiying prefect 

I should perhaps have been inclined to adopt the first 
of these- two opinions, had it not occuri'ed to me thai; 
tlie suppression would be thought disingenuous; and 
bad I not been also desirous of grounding on the publi- 
eation, though in a veiy cursory manner, my sentiments 
x>n the general tendency of the drama; for it i^peared 
but fair and candid to include in thi^ view my own com* 
positions; and thus, in some measure, though without 
adverting to them, to involve myself in the general ob- 
gect of my own animadversions, 

I am not even now about to contravert the assertion 
•f some of the ablest critics, that a well written trage<6F 
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St ^erim^flac of the noblest effinrta of tb6 himuai niind^ 
I am liot even now about to deny, that of aU public 
iODUsemtfits it la the moat interesting, the moatinteUec- 
tmd, and the moat accommodated to the taste and cap»> 
^itiea of a rational being; nay, that it is idmoat the on^ 
one which has tidnd for its object; which haa the com- 
bined advantage of addiessing itself to the imagination* 
the judgment, and the Mart; that it is the only public 
divevsion which calls out the higher energies of the un- 
derstandii^ in, the compositioD, and awakens the moat 
lively and natural feelings of the heart in the repteaentiM* 
;Mon. 

With all this decided superiority in point of mental 
Ideasure which the stage posaesses over every other ipe- 
ciea-of public ei^ertainment, it is not to be wondered at 
that its admirers and advocates, even the moat respecta- 
ble, ^lonld cherish a hope, tibat under certain restric- 
tions, and under an improved form, it imght be made to 
contribute to instruction as well as to pleaaure; and it ia 
on this pUusible ground that we have heard so many m- 
genious ddences of this ^>ecies of amusement 

What the atagemight be under another and an ima- 
l^ary state of thLiga, it is not very easy for ua to know, 
and therefore not very important to inquire. Nor is it 
indeed the soundest logic to argue on the possible good- 
neasjof a thing, which, in the present circumstan<!es df 
society, is doing poaitive evil, from the imagined good 
that ^ing might be conjectured to produce in a suppo- 
sed state of unattainable improvement. Would it not be 
more safe and simple to determine our judgment as to 
the character of the thing in question, on the more vbi* 
ble and therefore m<»e rational g^unds of its actual 
state, and from the efiects which it ia known to produce 
in that state! 

For, unfortunately, this Utopian good cannot be pro- 
duced^ until not only the stage itself has undergone, a 
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9MB|Me pmiJcaliM^fattt «iitil Ifat aodimesilHll b»9E»« 

liAedglflo^ 9orweiiiiMti»t8a^ppo8east«teo#ioeia^]A 
w^tth tlM fpeftUtoirt witt be dit|ioicd to veiish att tkni 
i* pan, «ni to nfirobate «ti tlMit is coR«pC» btfiwe tiMf 
iyitem^f a iM«eanduiico)niipt<ib«it»ecaabaadapt«i 
wteii aii^r imuionabk kope of Mcecsa. !%»• mutt «W 
i^v^alM 9«oiigviiky batire^ii «ba taste of tha speota«s# 
and tbe nattne of tba spectacle, in ovdtr to «l^ tlMt 
pointy unon nHncli c«i pMduaa pl aa wB PSt for k miM 
ba rameailmied tint people ^ to a p^y, not to be 4mm 
9mut$$a, b^t to be pitu^eA Ai iPedanotscnd^MlilkiA 
to an exhibition of pictures, nor the deaf to a coaees^ 
fMi it ivmild be leaving ^ psajected plan oi a puee 
etage im a state of impestefcioii, wniesa the general csv^ 
Mpf^aami kimaa nstnse itfdf weie mo vekmaed as t» 
Moder the amnsesncnto of a pcefiBCl^ pneiftsd stage p«- 
Ifltablel ^the sentiments snd passions eidiHnted wero 
no longer accommodated to the sfntiients and pa8«on» 
«f the audience, cprsupt natuie would aoea nnthdiaw it* 
sdf tern the vapid and inapprcrpn«te amusenent; anA 
tkin, I will not say smpty, benches would too pvoM^ 
be die teward of the consoientious f«ifi»rraeF. 

Var be it from me to wish to restore that ebfoleta 
mbbish of ignorance and fbUy with which the numidsli 
kgsnda ^wn^hed out the rude materials of our early 
d^ima: I mean those uncouth pieces, in which, undet 
the ti^es of Mi/sterin and Moral^^Sf the most ssered 
persons were introduced as interlocutors: in whick 
events too solemn fee ^thihition, imd subjects too awibl 
for detail, were brought before the audience with a fet- 
mal gravity more oflfensive th^^n levity itself. The su- 
perstitions of the cloyster were considered as suitabkt 
topics fbr the diversions of ^e stage; and celestial intel- 
ligences, uttering the sentiments and language, and 
Ueaded with tlie bufiboneries of Bartholomew Mr, were 
aegar^ed as appropriate yul^ects of merrymaking for sM 
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Midfty Mi^ence. But ffom ^s faoly nwmimery, at 
whi^i piely, taste, and oomnMrn sense woukl be e<pial^ 
revolted, I return to the existing state of ^ings.* 

I hftYe never perused any of those traa^ses, exceBei^ 
fts some of them are said to be, which pious divines hai« 
written against the pemiciou* tendency of tkeatncal en- 
tertainment. Tbe convietions of my mind have aiisen 
solely from experience and> d[>8ervation. I shall not^ 
Iherefere, go over tlrc welUtrodden ground of those who 
have inveighed, with too mudi jostice, against the im- 
mofal lives t)f too many stage professors,^ allowing air 
ways for some very honourable receptions. 1 shall not 
venbiffk on the g^ross imd palpaMe conniptions of those 
'pli^s which are obvkmsfy writt^i with an open disre- 
gaid to all parity and virtue: nor shall I attempt to show 
whether any very material advantage would arise to the 
▼ain wkt ^e dissipated, were they to exclude the thea- 
tre from its turn in their undiscriminated round of pro- 
miscuous pleasure. But 1 would coolly and respectftilly 
address a few words to those many worthy and consci>- 
enttoas persons, who would not perhaps so early and in- 
cautiously expose their youthful offspring to the temp- 
tations of an amusement of which they themselves could 
be brought to see and to feel the existence. 

The- question then, which witli great deference I 
would propose, is not, whether those who risk every 
thing may not risk this also; but whether the more cor- 

* An enthnuAtt to the literature of my own country, and so jealous 
of its fame as grudgingly to allow its comparative inferiority in any 
•ne mstanee, i am yet compelled to acknowledge, tkat as ftr as my 
slender reading enables me to funn a judgment, the English dramatic 
poets are in general more licentious than those of most other coun" 
tries. In that |m>fligate reign 

When all the Muses were debaoch'd at coin% 
the stage attained its highest degree of dissoluteness. Mr. Oarrick 
did a great deal towards iu puridcaUon. It fa said not to have ifiVBd 
kept tht grolBid it then gdned. 
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10 nuivAex. 

net and iJOttndefftteChnttiin.BMgkt not fiadit 
wtule to considar if the anmaemcnt ia qvestien be «■» 
tieely compatible with hi« avowed charaotevl whether il 
be ciitii>ely consistent witb^e dealer views of enewte 
profiesses to live in the sure and certain hope of dMi 
iimiiortali^ wbicb is brought to light by the Gospel? 

For however wei^ty the argimeots in fiivour of tk» 
aupenor ratitnalUy of plays may be fttwid in tiie ncale^ 
when a rational being puta one aBHSMBMBt in the balano^ 
against another; however fairly be may esudt the sta^n 
against other diversions, as being more adapted to m 
man of sense; yet this peibaps will not quite vindieaite jfc 
in the opinion of the more scrupulous Chnstian, tilun 
will not allow himself to tbink that of two evils mO^ 
may be chosen. Bit amusements must be blamelei^ 
as well as ingenious, safe as well as rational; morai 
as well as intellectual. They must have nothing in. 
them which may be likely to excite any of the tem- 
pers which it is his daily task to subdue; any of Ibe 
passions which it is. his constant business to keep in 
order. IKs chosen amusements must not deliberatelj 
add "to the weight** which be is commanded "t» 
lay aside;" they should not irritate the "besetting sin** 
against which he is struggling; they should not ob- 
struct that ** spiritual mindedness" which he is told 
"is life and peace;'* they should not inflame that "lust 
of the flesh, that lust of the eye, and that pride of 
life'* which he is forbidden to gratify. A religioun 
person, who occasionally indulges in an amusement not 
consonant to his general views and pursuits, inconceiva- 
bly increases his own difficulties, by whetting tastes, and 
exciting appetites, which it will cut him out so mudi 
work to counteract, as will greatly overbalance, in a con- 
scientious mind, the short and trivial ei\]oyment I 
spesk now on the mere question of pleasure. Nay the 
more keen his relish for the amusement, the more ex- 
quisite his discernment of the beauties of composition^ 
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«t ibt ffiMS of aetioii may be, the more fin^httt he may 
perhaps findtt to den^ himself the ^tificatkm which ia 
enjoyed at the slightest hazard of his higher interests: a 
gtetification which to hkn will bethe more daqg«roits in 
f f opotftioa aa it is more poignantly ^t. 

A Ohristian in eitt days is aeldoracaBed in his ordinary 
CMurae to great and signal aacrifieesy to rery stiildngand Ye* 
ly osten8i[>le renmiciations; but he is dailyfballad to a qi^et^ 
matfrfin, constant series of sel^daiial in small things. A 
4mgtwas mA b^NPitclnng, especiaily if it be not a dia^ 
sepntable i^easnre, may perhaps have a just plaee amon^ 
Hioae sacrifices: md if he be rodly in earnest he wBlnot 
: it too mn^ to renounoe such petty enjoyments^ 
r it only from the sin§^ consideration that it is well 
to seine erery little oecanon which occurs of eyidendng 
to himself that he is constantly on the watch; and of 
provhig to the world, that in small things as well as in 
great he is a IbUower of Shn who pleated not fdmtelf. 

litde, unobserved, and unostentatious abstinences ar6 
afliong the silent deeds of his daily warfare. And who- 
ever btings himself to exercise this habitual self^nial^ 
even in doubtful cases, will soon learn from happy expe- 
rience that in many instances abstinence is much more 
easily practised than temperance. There is in this case 
no excited sensibility to allay; there is no occasional re- 
morse to be quieted; there is no lost ground to be re« 
covered, no difficult backing out, only to get again to 
die same place where we were before. This observation 
adopted into practice might, it is presumed, efiectually 
abolish the qualifying language of many of the more «•* 
der fi^uenters of the theatre, « that they go but teldem^ 
and never but to a jyed play.** We give these moderate 
and discreet persona all due praise for comparative so- 
briety. But while they go at all, the principle is the 
same; for they sanction, by going sometimes, a diversion 
v^iiGbi9iM>t tobedefended on strict Christum principM. 
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It vBsrAes# 

Indeed tlKfer adcowkdi^that it dntdd bebat ep^ 
\y frequented, probftbly arbes from a cofnictioA that it is 
not Ttn'te right. 

I have alieadj remarked that it is not the object of tbi* 
address to pursue ^e usuid track of attaekm^doif pli^^ 
of which the more prudent and yirtnous seldom rindt- 
cate the princi^ though tiie^de not always scrt^nlous^ 
ly avoid attending the ezybitioB. I impose ratiier on 
myself the ui^pular task of ammadrertung* on the dio* 
gerous effects of those which come under the descr^itioK 
of g-^od plays; for from those chiefly arises the danger 
(if danger thoe be) to good people. 

Now, with all the allowed superiority justly ascribed' 
to pieces of a bettercast, it does net seem to be acom- 
plete justification of the amusement, that the play m 
question is more chaste in ^e sendment, more punfe ' 
in the expression, and more moral in the tendency 
than those which are avowedly objectionable; tiiougb 
1 readily concede all the degrees of distinction, and 
very important lliey are, between sueh composition* 
and those of the opposite character. But the point ^ 
which I am contending is of another and of a distfaict 
nature; namely, that there will, generally speakii^;, 
still remain, even in tragedies, oth^wise the most 
unexceptionable, provided they are suffieioitly impas- 
sioned to produce a powerful effect on the feelings, and 
have spirit enough to deserve to become popular; there 
will still remain an essential radical defect. What I in- 
sist on is, that there almost inevitably runs through the 
whole web of the tragic drama (for to tliis least blame* 
able half of stage composition I confine my remark^; as 
against comedy still stronger objections may be urged) 
a prominent thread of false principle. It is generally 
the leading object of the poet to erect a standard of JSfo* 
nour in direct opposition to the standard of Chriafiamt^. 
And this is not done subordinately, incidentally, occa- 
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and life-^^ipg pm^iple of the ^ifsam- Ucnpur i« ik^ 
tf^p^ of tiage^ir. It is tier n^ond and pplitical Uw. 
B^ ^tat^B Sfifpta it» m^tatm, W^r and skame aim 
«|if c«fpiMciu}Bies in ^r ood^. Agmst these «U the 
fdoqjiiroc^ i9f ]»ev 6EM»ftt^ powerful pk«d^3»{ afimt the«fs 

^nc^ InMli^ Iwnfur lea^oi^ he vkwiiettM at tlie 
H^tfsf the ^w<»c4l the atwgoft of injofffxl rppi^tatkm out 
«Bly 1^ WAah^ou;! in W»d, Loy% jealousf, hateed, 
4|fl[ihi^<^» pride^ T^e^S^ 9^ tpo o&^ elerated ioto the 
9im|L f f «pki¥lld ykt«»e«, and §fmn 9^ ^^i^ ^teint 
«€ mot^y »w»4Hy» in dhiwet^c(w^?tidic^w tp thp af^rit 
iiC th^ r^%io^ wl^9e chavactamtk^ are '^ohari^^ 
ffieekJ^M* f^9aitetifhnms,km9'mf§&mi^, ig&if^kmmt te? 
giwen^^" «The imita qf the Spift^' and the /rtti$*^ 
tkB at4\f§, a j^e p»i»lM s^ife fidhMired up» aa it iii%hl 
easily Ije, would p^hi^s exhihit as pmted a contrast as 
hitin>«Ottfnayinatipii <^ouhi ^onp^e. 

1 hy >o mean* pvetesd to a^aert that reUfpion 19 eiu^hi^ 
4kd ^im ti^^^i^a; ii la often iopid^tly Mi^odoicedt 
«od flftii^ 9, pefMxd ia b^aiiilttfuUy tunned* mid m^my « 
jooral # «»|ui9iti^ly pohit&d with tbe ^eat a^tiiia^iite 
«f pietf . But tbft aingle gri^na of tlna CQimt^racting 
|»iii^e flcatteffid op and down the pi^ce, do iy>t ex. 
tend tk^ a^tifl^»tlc propeHy in a s^tileleBt degree to 
presene fiom corruption the body of a "vork, the get 
iien4 #>nt and leading tejiq>erf of which, as was stud 
^dkefwe^ae emdmi^j not drawn ftoia that meek reUgira, i' 
the T«ry egaence of whieh consists in <* casting down 
Kif^ InaginaitionB:" white ob the other hand* the leaven 
ftf th« i»edQiiuiiat«g evil aecretiy work? and in^inuatea 
itadfi tiU the whole maas becomes impregnated by the 
pew^diiBg pribeipk. How if the directing prineiple be 
unsovul, the virtues growing out of it will be unsound 
also; and no subordinate merit, no coh^iteral ezcellen- 
cies» can operate with effectual 4)otency agsdnst an evfl 
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1 4 mtsvAes. 

which Is of prime and -f^daxnentil forte vA eflfei|gv 
and which forms the terjr essence of the woric 

A learned and witty friend, w!u> thought difieiniti^ 
en this subject, once asked me if I went so hx9a to 
think it necessary to try the merit of a song or a pkay b^ 
the Ten Gommuidments. To this may we not v«itiu» 
io answer, that neither a song nor a pli^ dbouki a; leaat 
contain any tiling hoaiHe to ^e Ten Ck»mmand«eata^ 
That if harmless merriment be not expected to oAMMee 
region, we must take care that it do not oppotm v^ that 
if we concede that ocb* amusements ate not expecfaed to 
make us better than we are, ought we not to condition 
that they do not midce us worse than they find us? If BOf 
then, whatever pleasantry of idea, whatever gaiety df 
sentiment, whatever airiness of expression we im^o^iiiy' 
admit, should we not jealously watch against aiy un* 
soundness in the general prtacqile, any mischief In tbe 
prevailing tendency? 

Wecannot betoooften]«reinded,thatwe«retA^an in- 
conceivable degree the creatures of habit. Our tempec* 
lere not iH*incipally governed, nor our characters formed 
by single marked actions; uot is the colour of oir lives 
often determined by prominent detached circunstaa- 
ces; but the character is gradually moukled by i serie* 
of seemingly insignificant but constancy recurri^ prac- 
tices, which, incorporated into our habits* become part 
of ourselves. 

Now as these lesser habits, if they take a wnmg di- 
rection,' silently and imperceptibly eat out the very 
heart and life of vigorous virtue, they will be almost 
more sedulously watched by those who saee carcfol to 
keep their consciences tenderly i^xve to the pentption 
of sin (however tliey may elude the attention of ar4inft- 
nary Christians) than actions which det^ by fooli ixid^ 
decided evil. 
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I it is lec^lkoted how mmf yoimg' men pick up 
ibteit habits of thinking' aod their notions of molality 
firom^epiajrhouse, it is not perhaps going too fax- to 
suspecty that tlie principles aiul examples exhibited on 
theitage nsay contribufte in their hM measure and pro- 
portion towards 8o]^lying a sort of a regular aliment to 
tii« ai^etite (how dieadliilly increased!) for duelling, 
md e^ien suioide. Eor if reli^on teaches, and experi- 
ea^ proves^ the immeiue importance to our tempers 
mi morals of a regular attendance on public wcurfi^ip^ 
which attendance is only required of us one day in a 
week; and if it be considered how much the heart and 
Bind c^ the attentive heaier becomes gradually imbued 
'mth the princq)les infiised by this stated though unfre- 
qient attendance; who, that knows any thing of the na« 
tire of the human heart, will deny how much more 
deep and lastmg will be the impression likely to be made 
l»y a far mote firequent attendance at those places where 
aentnnents of a direct contrary tendency are exhibited: 
e^biled too with every addition which can charm the 
flBagination and captivate the senses. Once in a week 
kmay be, the young minds are braced by the invigora* 
tisg* ^rtne^les of a strict mkI self-denying religion: on 
Ihe intermediate nights their good resolutions (if such 
&y have made) are melted down with all that can re* 
]bx the soul, and dispose it to yield to the temptations 
against which it was the object of the Sunday's lecture 
to g^uard and fortify it In the one case, there is every 
thh^ held oat which can inflame or sooth corrupt na* 
ture, in opposition to those precepts which, in the other 
case, were directed to subdue it. And this one grand 
and important difference between the two cases should 
iiev«r be overlooked, that religious instruction applied 
tb the human heart is seed sown in an uncultivated soil* 
where much is to be cleared, to be broken up, and to be 
looted out, before good £tuit will be produced: wherew 

Digitized by Google 



16 fAlfeVAU. 

' ]Nffed by lifttfire fat Uie oongaiitd iMq^kmtatkJn, ift BIme. 
fy to ahei&t deep, tfpscad wide^ wl ha^ foUi fil«it Ilk 
ilbfuiidatice. 

But to drop aA inet«plior.-^Tliey ^y^e told-^-ftttd IhdM 
ivhose moutii do thejr he«r it? tbftt <«blttfl0ed arte *tM 
poor in spirit, the meek, and the peaotsikuUters.*^ VHI 
nottliese, «id MMh like httmMmg ppopoiitioii#» dttlt s'^eiF di . 
«!ie day in seven only, in aM tkesdier ttnd IwautMbl littiu 
plieity of our chni^, with all the foree of truth inde^ 
bat wllh all its plaiMiesa abo, be more than coonterlik- 
knced hy ihe speedy and moch more fl«quent reeaf*^ 
tence of llie niglitly exhibitioA, whose precise objeet it 
too often is, not only to preadi, but to peraoi^ d<tc- 
trines in diametrioid laid studied opposHioii to povei^ 
•f spirit, to purity, to meeloiess, foriiearance, and ftp- 
giveness. Doctrines, not simfply expi^esaed, as tli08e«C 
tile Sunday are, in the naked form of axioma, prindpfes^ 
and precepts, but realized, embodied, made aivre, fhr- 
fiMed with (Mrgms, clothed, deooratody bMUgllt iit# 
lively didcourae, into interestii^ action^ enforced witk 
aH the energy of passion, adorned i^h attthe graeea^T 
lan^iage, and exhibited with every aid of emphatioft 
ddiivery, every attraction of appropriate gesture. T4 
Buch a complicated temptation is it wise, voluntarily^ 
Btndiously, unnecessarily to expose frail and erring crea* 
tares? Is not the conflict too severe? Is not the compe* 
tition too unequal? 

It is pleaded by the advocates for church music, <§iat 
the organ and its vocal accompanimems assist devotton, 
by enlisting the senses on the side of religion; and it la 
justly pleaded as an argument in favotir of both, becanse 
the affections may fsdrly and properly derive every ho- 
ttest aid from any thing which helps to draw them off 
jfrom the world to God. But is it not equally true, that 
the state species of astistance, in a wrong direetioi^ 
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leftSt -eqnaXLy coHtribvte iti ilrawini^ off the 8cml from 
Ck>dtothewQ(rldl I do riot pi«ei(iBie to say tlmt the in^ 
jury win be inevitable, nmcb lew that it will be irretrie- 
T»Ue: but I dMe reptiA thftt it is esptning feeble vir- 
tue to a powerful tetnpttation; and to a hazard so gratt, 
that w«fe the same vea^on apf^ied to any worldly 8cd»p 
ject, it would be thooghta fblly to venture on any under- 
Uking where the efaalioes against tmt conring off unhurt 
wete io obviouaty against us. Besides, if we may pur- 
sue the doctrine of chances a little tether, that is at 
best playing a most un{»ofitable game,' where, if we 
could eren be sure that nothing would be lost, it is clear 
Io demonstration thatnothing can be gtuned; sothiftthe 
certain risk is not even coimterbidanced by the possible 



It is not in point to the present design to allude ta 
tfie multitude of theatrical sentiments which seem to be 
written as if in avowed opposition to such precepts as 
** Swear not at all:"— *< He that looketb on a woman to lust 
ftfter her, hath ah'eadycommitted adultery in lus heart,** 
h,c. Sec. We are willing to allow that this last ofifence 
at least is generally, I woidd it were invariably, confined 
to those more incmveot dramas which we do not now 
profess to consider. Tet it is to be feared we should not 
find many pieces (are we sure we can feid one?) entirely 
«Lempt from the first heavy charge. And it is periiap» 
one of the most invincible obj^ctiofls to many tragedies, 
otherwise not very exceptionable, that the awfiil and 
tremendous name of the infinitely glorious God is shame- 
^ly and almost incessantly introduced in various scenes^ 
both in the way of asseveration and of invocation. 

Besides, the term ^ood and bad play are relative; foe 

we are so little axact in our general de£nitions, that the 

diaracter g^iven to the piece often takes its colour from 

iim cteacter of Wm who' giv4s it. I»ft98ages whicli, t<^ 

c 
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-the <kceRt moeal miii (him Imeitti who it deoant ancl 
inarftl on mere worldly piincipfes) are to the <' purged 
«ye" of a Christian disguatii^ by their vanity, and ofiei»> 
sive hy their levity, to speak in the gentlest terms. 

But more eipeoiaUy the prime anhnating spirit of 
many of our more decorous dramas se^aas to furpish a 
strong contrast to the improved and enlarged comment 
of our Saviour in the New Testament, on the divine pro- 
hibition against murder in the <Hd, m the undenounced 
gainst anger, as c<»Hauiing in itself the seed and priR- 
ciple of murder: anger, and its too usual concomitant, 
revenge, being the main spring on which some of our 
hest tragedies turns. 

The eloquent apologies, and the ekhonite vindica^ 
tion of the crimes reitolting from the point of honour 
and the dread of shame, and with such apologies and 
vindications some of our most approved pieces abmmd, 
too temptingly invite the high untooken spirHof a warm 
youth, from admiring such sentiments to ac^^them: 
and be is liable to be stimulated fbnst to the commission 
of the crime, and after he has committed it, to the hope 
-of having his reputation ckared, by the perpetual eulogies 
these flattering scenes bestow on rash and intemperate 
bravery; on the eUgrdty of that spirit which cannot brook 
-an insult; and on th&t generous sense, of wounded honour 
which is ever on the watch to revenge itself. And when 
;he hears the bursts, of apphtuse with wluch these sallies 
, of resentment, these vows of revenge, these determina- 
tions to destroy or be destroyed, this solemn obtesting 
•the great Judge of hearts to witness the innocence o^ 
perhaps a very criminal action or intention;— when, I say, 
a hot-headed young man witnesses the enthusiasm of ad- 
miration which such expressions excite in a transported 
audience, will it not operate as a kind of stimulus to 
him to adopt a similar conduct, should he ever be placed, 
in iniQil«r circumstances? and will it notfunush him with 
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« sort of critwrioii how such maxims would be received, 
and such conduct approTcd in real life? For the dang^ 
does not lie merely in his hearing such sentiments deli- 
vered from the stage, but also in seeing how favourably 
they stre received by the audience; received too by those 
persons who, should he realize these sentiments, would 
probably be the arbiters of his conduct, 'lliese are ta 
him a kind of anticipated jury. The scene is as it were 
the rehearsal of an acquittal at the bar of that world 
whose tribunid is perhaps, unhappily for hun, considered 
as his faist appeal; for it is not probably hazarding too 
much to conclude, that by the sort of character we arc 
considering, human opinion will be looked upon as the 
highest motive of actimi, human praise as the highest 
feward, and human caisure as an evil to be deprecated, 
^en by the loss of his soul. 

If one of the most virtuous of poets and of men, by the 
cool, deUberate, argumeotative manner in which he nu^ea 
his Roman hero destroy himself; this hero too a pagan, 
consistently Ulustrating by this action an historical fiust, 
amd acting in a natural c<mformity to hisown stoical fwrinci- 
ples:— if I say, under all these palliating circumstances, 
the ingenious sophistry by which the poet was driven to 
mitigate the crime of suicide, in order to accommodate 
the sentiment to the real character of his hero; — ^if thia 
Christian poet, even to his own private friend and lite- 
rary associate, could appear, by the specious reasoning 
of his famous soliloquy, to vindicate self-murder, so that 
-the unhappy Budgell exclaimed, when falling by hisown 
hand. 

What €ato did, and Addison Kgiptoy*d, 

Miut sure be rigfau— — 
If, I say, under all the extenuating circumstances here 
detailed, such a dreadful effect could be produced from 
a cause so little expected or intended by its author to 
produce it, how much more probable are similar ill coj^- 
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sequences Ukejy to arise from simUiurcauaes intheliai^ 
of a poet less guards and worse principled; and whose 
iieroes have perhaps ^either the apology of acknowledg- 
ed paganism* vpr the sanction of historic truth? fbr Ad- 
dison, who. in general has made his piece a vehicle of th^ 
QoUest and most patriotic sentiments, could not avoid 
making his catastr^)he just what he has made it;, with- 
tMit violating a notorious fact, and falsifying the c^iarac- 
Xfsat he ei^hibits. 

Even in those plays in which the principles which 
CUse honour teaches are neither professedly inculcated 
aor vindicated; nay« where moreover the practices abovQ 
Alluded to, and especially the practice of duelling, am 
even reprobated in the progress of the piece; yet tha 
luero who has be6n rejMrieved fn»n sin during four act* 
by the sage remonstrance of some interfering friend, or 
^ imperious power of beau^; beau^, whic^ is to a 
9tage hero that restraining or impelUag power whid^i 
^W> or conscience, or ^cr4>ture, are to other men; Btill 
ifk the conclusion, when the intrigue is dextrously com- 
pleted, when the passion is worked up to its <icm^, an4 
the valedictory scene is so near at hand that it becomeii 
inconvenient to the poet that the impetuosi^ of his her<» 
should be any longer restrained; when his own patience 
ai)d the expostulating powers of his friend are both ex- 
hausted together^ and he seasonably winds up the drama 
by stabbing either his worst enemy or his bene&cUH*, or, 
as it still more frequently happens, hkosel^ still, not- 
vithstanding his criminal catastrophe, the hero has been 
exhibited through all the preceding scenes as such a 
combination of perfjp^tionsi his behaviour has been so 
brave and so generous (and bravery and generosity are 
two qualities which the world boldly stakes ag»nst both 
tables of the decalogue) that the youthfiil spectator, 
especially if he have that amiable warmth and sensibility 
nf soul which lay him so peculiarly opeu to seductioq. 
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IB too much tempted to consider as yenial the sudden 
and unpremeditated crime to which the unresisted im- 
pulse of the moment may have driven so accomplished a 
character. And a little tame tag of morality, set to a few 
musical periods by the unimpassioned friend, is borne 
dov^, absorbed, lost, in the impetuous but too engaging^ 
character of the feeling, fiery hero; a character, the er- 
rors of which are now consummated by an act of murder, 
so affectingly managed, that censure is swallowed up in 
pity: the murderer is absolved by the weeping auditory, 
who are ready, if not to justify the crime, yet to vindicate 
the crnninal. The drowsy moral at the close, slowly at- 
tempts to creep after the poison of the piece; but it 
creeps in vain; it can never expel that which it can never 
i^ach; for one stroke of feeling, one natural expression 
of the passions, be the principle ri^t or wrong, carriet 
away the affections of the auditor beyond any of the po- 
et's force of reasoning to control. And they know little 
ofthe power of the dramatic art, or of the conformation 
' ofthe human mind, who do hot know that the heart of the 
fseling spectator is always at the command of the pas- 
sions in the hand of a true poet; who snatches him with 
uncontrolled dominion 

Td TlMtes mA Athens wlieii lie %r]]l, and wbere. 

Now to counteract the bias given by the passions, all 
iK^ fkywers of ihetoric, all the flights of mere poetry, and 
all the blunted weapons of logic united, are ineffectual. 
Of course, the concluding antidote never defeats the 
misdiief of the piece; the efiect ofthe smooth moral is 
instantly obliterated, ^H^ule that oS the indented passion 
is perhaps indelible. 

Let me now for a mom^it turn to the younger part 
of that sex, to whose service I have generally devoted 
my prau^Md attrition. A virtuous young woman, it will 
be said, who has been correctly educated, will turn with 
abluHTence from the unchaste scenes of a hoee play. It 
c 2 
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\& indeed so to be boped; and yet mflDjr piayi which v^ 
«lly deserve that character, eacape that denominatioii.*^ 
But I concede this point, and proceed to the more im^ 
mediate object of my animadversions. The remark may 
be thought preposterous, should I observe, thst to a 
chaste and delicate young mind, there is in gwd pkofM 
one danger ^diich I will venture to assert is almost more 
foraiidaMe than that which is often attached to pieced 
more obviously censurable. The more relied and deli- 
cate the passion of love is made to ^pear, the more insi- 
nuating, and of course the more dangerous will the ex- 
quisite and reiterated representation of that passloa 
be found. Now love being the grand business (Splays, 
those young ladies who are frequently attending th^, 
will be liable to nourish a fiaeling which is ofttsen strong 
enough of itself without this constai^ supply of fi^reign 
fuel, namely, that love is the grand business of li^e also, 
if the passion be avowedly illicit, her well-instrueted 
conscience wiU arm her with scnspl^ and her sense of 
decorum will set her on her gttani While on the other 
hand, the greater the purity wJtIi whi«h t^ passion is 
exhibited, provided the exhibitk>n be ve^ touching and 
warm, the more deep and irresistU>k wiU foe its effect on 
a tender and inexperienced heart; nay, the more likely 
will the passion acted on the stage be to excite a cor- 
responding passion in the heartof the young spectat^s. 
If she have not yet felt the passion she sees so fin^y por- 
trayed, she will wish to feel it, and tlie not having felt 
it she will consider as something wanting to. the pei^ec- 
tion of her nature. She will ascribe the absence of it to 
a defect in her own heart which must be supplied, <xt to 
some untowardness in her own circumstances whidi must 
be removed. Thus h&c imagination will do the work of 
the passions, and the fancy wiU anticipate the &elmgs 
of the heart: the source this of some of the mqrt fat^ 
disorders in the female ^OiorftdQsr! 
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Kow tocfiptivate such a tender an4 affectionate heart 
as that we are eonsidering*, the semblance of virtue is 
necessary; foi*whik she will conceive of crimmal passion 
as censurable, she will be equally apt to consider even 
the most imprudent passion as justi6able, so long as tLe 
idea of absolute crime is kept a* a distance. If the love 
be represented as avowedly vicious, instead of lending 
herself to tlie illusion she will allow it ought to be sacri- 
ficed to duty; but if she thinks it innocent, she persuades 
herself that every duty should be sacrificed to it. Nay, 
she wiH value herself in proportion as she thinks she 
icottld imitate the heroine who is able to love with so 
much vicdence and so much purity at the same time. — 
JSy Irequent isq>etition, especially if there be a taste for 
romance and poetry in the innocent young mind, the 
leelings are easily transplanted fix>m the theatre to the 
closet; they are made to become a standard of action, 
and are brought home as the regulators of life and man- 
nem. Th# heart being thus filled with the pleasures of 
love, a new aera takes place in her mind, and she carries 
about with her an aptitude to receive any impression 
herself^ and a constantly waking and active desire to 
Inake this impression in return. The plain and sober du- 
ties of life begin to be uninteresting; she wishes them to 
be diversified with events and enlivened by heroes. — 
Theagh she retains her virtue, her sober-mindedness is 
impaired;^ for she longs to be realizing tliose pains and 
pleasuiies, said to be acting over those scenes and sacri- 
fices which she so often sees represented. If the evils 
arising firom frequent scenic representations to a young 
wom^n were limited to this single inconvenience, that it 
makes her sijgfh to be a heroine, it would be a strong rea- 
son why a discreet and pious mother should be slow in 
intcoducii^ her to them. 

I pBTposely fi>rbear in this place repeating any of 
those higher ari^uments drawn firom the utter irreconci« 
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lableness of this indulgence of the fancy, of this gratifi^a-r 
tion of the senses, this unbounded roving of the thoughts, 
with the divine injunction of bringing ''every thought 
into the obedience of Christ" 

But it will be sjud perhaps all this rigour may be very 
suitable to enthusiasts and fanatics, to the vulgar, the 
retired, and the obscure: but would you exclude the 
more liberal and polished part of society fit)m the delight 
and instruction which may be derived from tlie great 
masters of the human heart, from Shakspeare particu^ 
larly? 

On this subject I think myself called upon to offer 
my opinion (such as it is) as unreservedly as I have ta- 
ken the liberty of doing on the points considered in the 
former part of this preface. I think then, that there is 
a substantial difference between seeing and reading a 
dramatic composition; and that the objections which lie 
so strongly against the one, are not, at least in the same 
degree, applicable to the oth^r. Or rather, while ^re 
is an essential and inseparable danger attendant on dra- 
matic exhibitions, let the matter of the drama be ever so 
innocent, the danger in reading a play arises solely from 
the improper sentiments contained in it. 

To read a moral play is little different from reading 
any other innocent poem; the dialogue form being a mere 
accident, and no way affecting the moral tendency of the 
piece. Nay, some excellent poets have chosen that form 
on account of its peculiar advantages, even when the nrf^ 
ture of their subjects precluded the idea of theatrical ex^ 
hibition. Thus Buchanan \vrote his fine tragedies of the 
Baptist and Jephthah, Grotius that of Christ suffering", 
and Milton that of Samson ^gonistes; not to name the 
Joseph, the BethuUa delivered, and some other pieces of 
the amiable Metastasio. Nothing therefore could be 
more unreasonable than to proscribe fix)m tlie study ofr 
the closet well selected dramatic poetry. It may be 



d by Google 



VRETACE, 2S 

lead with safet)^, because 4t can tliere be Tead with so« 
ibemess. The most animated speeches subside into com- 
parative tamenesa, and provided they are perfectly pure, 
produce no ruffle of the passions, no agitation of the sen- 
ses, but merely afibrd a pleasant, and it may be» a not 
^unsalutary exercise to the imagination. 

In all the different kinds of poetry there will be a ne- 
cessity for selection; and where could safer poetical 
lunusement be found than in the works of Racine, whose 
Athalia in particular (as we have had occasion elsewhere 
to observe) most happily illustrates an interesting piece 
«f Scripture history, at the same time that, considered 
■as a composition, it is itself a model of poetical perfec- 
tjon. I may mention, as an exquisite piece, the Masque 
•of Comus, and as interesting|>oems in the dramatic ferra 
•also, the Garactacus and Elfrida otf Mason; the passing 
-ifw&t which pieces in the volumes of that virtuous poet, 
merdy because they are in a dramatic form, would be 
4yk instance of scrupulosity iKhich one might venture to 
tay no well-inibrmed conscience could suggest. 

4iet neither then the devout and scrupulous oa the 
€De hand, nor the captious caviller on the other, object 
to this distinction; 1 mean between readings a dramatic 
con^XMition, and weing a theatrical exhibition, as if it 
IPere fancij&il or arbitrary. In the latter is it the mere 
repetition of the speeches which implies danger? is ittlus 
which attracts the audience? No:— were even the beat 
reader, if he did net bring in aid the novelty of a foreign 
language, to read the whole play himself without scenic 
de«»rations, wit^ut dress, without gesticulation, would 
•nch an exhibition be numerously^ or for any kng^ of 
tiBie, attended? What then chiefly draws the multitude! 
|t is the semblance of real action which is given to the 
piece by diifeeenl persons suppoiting the different parts, 
and by their dress, their tones, their gestures heighten- 
ing tlus representation into a kind of enchantment. It Is 
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the concomitant pageantiy, it is the s]^ndoiir of llie 
spectacle, and even the show of the spectators:— these 
are the circumstances which altogether fill the theatre — 
which altogether produce the eifect — which altogether 
create tlie danger. These give a pernicious force to sen- 
timents which, when read, merely explain the mysteri- 
ous action of the human heart, but which when thus ut- 
tered, thus accompanied, become contagious and de- 
structive. These, in short, make up a scene of tempt»« 
tion and seduction, of over-wrought voluptuousness, and 
imnerving pleasure, which surely ill accords with •* work- 
ing out our salvation with fear and trembling," or with 
that frame of mind wh^^h implies that '* the wcoid it 
crucified to us, and we to the world." 

I trust I have^iifiiciently guarded against the charge 
of inconsistency, even though 1 venture to hazard an 
opinion that in company with a judicious friend or parent* 
many scenes of Shakspeare may be- read not only with- 
out danger, but with improvement. Far be it from me 
to wish to abridge the innocent delights of life where 
they may be enjoyed with benefit to the understsmding, 
and without injury to the principles. Women especial- 
ly, whose walk in lite is so circumscribed, and who4e 
avenues of information are so few, may, I conceive, leant 
to know the world with less danger, and to study human 
nature with more advantage, fix>m the perusal of select- 
ed parts of this incomparable genius, than frmn most 
other attainable sources. I would> in this view, consi- 
der Shakspeare as a philosopher as well as poet, and I 
have been surprised to hear many pious people univer- 
sally confoimd and reprobate this poet with tlie common 
herd of dramatists and novelists. To his acute and sa- 
gacious mind every varied position of thehiunan heart; 
every shade of discrimination in the human character, 
all the minuter delicacies, all the exquisite touches, all 
the distinct affectionsy all the contending interests, all 
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tiieconiliiicated passions of the heart of man seem, as 
£ur as is allowed to hiunan inspection to discern them, 
to be laid open. Though destitute himself of the aids 
of literature and of the polish of society, he seems to 
have possessed by intuition all the advantages that vari- 
ous, learning and elegant society can bestow; and to have 
combined the warmest energies of passion and the b(dd- 
est strokes of imagination with the justest proprieties 
of reasoning and the exactest niceties of conduct. He 
makes every descr^tion a picture, and every sentiment 
an axiom. He seems to have known how every being 
which did exist would speak and act under every sup- 
ppsed circumstance and every possible situation; and 
how every being which did no,t exist must speak and act 
. if ever he were to be called into actual existence. 

From the discriminated, the guarded, the qualified 
perusal of such an author, it will be impossible, nor does 
it appear to be necessary to debar accomplished and ele- 
g^tly educated youngpersons. Letnotthe above eulogi- 
um be censured as too strong or too bold* In almost every 
library they will find his writings; in almost every work 
of taste and criticism the young reader will not fail to 
meet with the panegyric of Shakspeare. The frequent 
jdhisions tp him, and the beautiful quotations from him, 
will, if they light upon a corresponding taste, inflame it 
with the curiosity to peruse all his works. Now, 
would it not be safer to anticipate the danger which 
mi^t result from a private and unqualified perusal, for 
the parent to select such pieces as have in them the few* 
est of those coruptigns which truth must allow that 
Shakspeare possesses in common with other dramatic 
poets? For who will deny that all the excellencies we 
have ascribed to him are debased by passages of offen- 
sive grossness? ape tarnished with indelicacy, false 
taste, and vulgarity? This is not the place for a discus- 
sion of those faults too obvious to b<e overlopked, too 
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immeroastobeddtnladytooitraiigtDbepaBiiiiM^ Let^ 
ine, however, be permitttd* tt> observe, that tbough 
Shaksp^are often disgusts by sm^e passages and ex- 
pressions (which I will not vindicate by ascribing then 
to the folse taste of the age in wfaidU he wrote; for 
though that may exlen«ate the fimlt of the poet, it does, 
not diminish the danger of the reader) yet perhaps the 
general tendency of his pieces is less corrupt thsn diat 
•fthe pieces of almost any dramatistt and tiie reader 
rises from the perusal of Shakspeare without those dis- 
tinct images of evil on his mind, without having his 
heart so dissolved by amatory scenes, or his mind so 
warped by corrupt reasoning, or his heart so inflamed 
with seducing principles, as he will have experienced 
from other writers of the same description, however ex- 
empt thekt works may be from the more broad and cen- 
Simible vices of compositimi which disfig^ure many parts 
of Shakspeare. Lest 1 be misrepresented, let it be ob- 
served, that I am now distinguislung the general retuit 
arising frtmi Uie tendency of hk pieces, from the eikct 
«f partiimlar passages; and this is the reason why a dis- 
criminated perusal is so important.^ For after dl, the 
general' tSBpoeition of mind with which we rise from the. 
readbg of a work, is the best criterion of its utility op 
mischief. To the tragedies of Shakspeare too belongs 
this superiority^ that his pieces being faithM histories of 
the human heart, and portraits of the human character, 
love is only introduced as one passion amotig many which 
enslave mankind; whertas by most other play-writera, 
it is treated as the monopolizing tyrant of iJie heart. 

It is not because I consider Shakspeare as a> correct 
moralist and an unerring guide, that 1 suggest the advan- 
tage of having the youthful curiosity allayed by a par- 
tial perusal, and under prudent inspection; but it is fbr 
this very different reason, lest by having that curiosity 
8tii»idatc4 by the incewant commcndKtion of thjs HtKtfaoiv 
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wMk H&kft iMitft booln Mild cottvcrsstioii abound^ y<Mnijg 
. persoBf should be excited to devour inneeret an authdl^ 
iVbo, if devoored in the gross, will not fkil, by many de- 
tadied passages, to put a delicate reader in the dxtuaU<ni 
df hb own ancient Pistol wh^n ealiagp the leek; that U, 
to ertratlow and execrate at the same time. 

But to conclude— which I will do with a recapitula. 
tkm of the principal objects already touched upon. That 
I may not be nusunderstood, let me repeat that this pre- 
fiice is not addressed to the gay and dissolute; to such as 
profess themselves to be '* lovers of pleasure more than 
loTersof God;"— but it is addressed to the more sober- 
minded; to those who believe the Gospel of Jesus Christ; 
who wish to be enlightened by its doctrines, to be gO' 
Temed by its precepts, and who profess to be " seeking 
a better country, even an heavenly one." The question 
then which we have been asking is, whether the stage, 
in its present state, be a proper amusement for such a 
character? What it would be, if perfectly reformed, and- 
cast into the Christian mould, we have considered as 
another question, which it will be time enough to an- 
swer when the reformation itself takes place. 

Neither (as has been observed) is it to the present 
purpose to insist that theatrical amusements are the 
most rational,' for the question we have undertaken to 
agitate is, whether they are blatnelettP In this view the 
drcumstance of going but seldom cannot satisfy a con- 
scientious mind: for if the amusement be ri^rht we may 
partake of it with moderation, as of other lawful plea- 
sures; ifrarong', we should never partake of it. 

Some individuals may urge that the amusements of 
the theatre never had the bad effects on their minds 
which they are said to have on the minds of others; but 
sui^MMing this to be really the case (which however 
may admit of doubt) ought not such persons to reflect 
that by their presence, they sanction that whidi is obrl* 

VOL. XI. -D 
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ously hurtful to others, and which must, if so, be dk" 
pleasing to God? 

The 8tag€ is by universal concurrence allowed to be 
no indiffereiu thing. The impressions it makes on the- 
mind are deep and strong; deeper and stronger perhaps 
than are made by any other amusement. If then such, 
impressions be in the general hostile to Christianity, the 
whole nesolves itself into this short question— —-Should 
a Christian frequent it! 
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Thb French drama, ibunded on ^ fioHMis old 
story of Raoul de Coucy« suggoated to tiie author mai^ 
<wingtimcc» in this tragedy. 
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DRAMATIS PERSOKJI^ 

PsftCT, earl of Northumberland, 

Earl DovGLAs. 

Earl Habt, Elwika's fatber. 

Edrio, friend to Douglas. 

Harcourt, ^end to Percy. 

Sir HvBBBT, a kni|^ht 

Elwika. 

BiRTBA. 



Knigiits, guards, attendants, &c 
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WBHTEK BY MR. 6AERICK. 

SyoXBN BT MBS. BVLKSKT. 

TMooea iHn a female, and &e rule ii cvet. 

For us, in tg&iofg^, to beg your hurovat. 

Yet now I tafcse the kad^-^^nd, learipg art 

And eary te the men— with a warm heart, 

A woiAaa htaee I eone— 4q take a woman's ^art* 

No JiHie jealamki my mind perplex, 

I come, the fifiMid and diampion of my sex« 

rn prove, ye fiOct (kat, let us have our swings, 

^e can, as wellaa 9im> do any <^uiigi 

Kay, better too, periiaps — for now and then, 

These times produce some bungling among men. 

In spite of lordly wits — ^with force and ease. 

Can't we write plays, or crush 'em, ^ we please? 

The men, who grant not much, allow us charma ■■ 

Are eyes, shapes, dimples, then, our only arms) 

To rule this man our sex dame Nature teaches; 

Mount the high horse we can, and make long speeches^ 

Did not a lady knight, late chevalier, 

A brave, smart soldier to your eyes appear? 

Hey< presto! pass! his sword becomes a fkn, 

A comely woman rising from the man. 

The French their Amazonian maid invite — 

She goea— alike well skiU'd to talk or writ^ 

Dance, ride, negociate, scold, coquet, or fight. 

If she should set her heart upon a rover. 

And he iHx>ve f^, •he'd kick 1^ fiuthlets k>T^. 
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The Greeks and Romans own our booodless elaon-*^ 
The Muses, Graces, Virtues, Fortune, Fame, 
Wisdom and Nature too, they women call; 
With this sweet flatt'ry— yet they mix some gall^— > 
*Twill out-— the Furies too are females all. 
The powers of Riches, Physic, War, and Wine, 
Sleep, Death, and Devils too— are masculine. 
Are we unfit to rule»— a poor suggestion! 
Austria and Russia answer well that question. 
If joy from sense and matchless g^ace arise. 
With your own treasure, Britons! bless your eyes. 
If such there are — sure, in an humbler way. 
The sex, without much guilt, may write a play: 
That they've done nobler things, there's no denial; 
With all your judgment, then, prepare for trial — 
Summon your critic pow'rs, your manhood snmmaii, 
A brave man will protect, not hurt, a woman; 
Let us wish modestly to share with men. 
If not the force, the leatber of the pen. 
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PERCY. 

ACT I. 

Scene — ^ Gothic haU. 

Enter Edric and Birtha. 

Birtha, What may this mean? Earl Douglas hao 
enjoin'd thee 
'To meet him here ui private? 

Edric. Yes, my sister! 

And this injunction have I oh received; 
But when he comes, true to th' appointed hour. 
Be starts, looks uild, then drops ambiguous hints, 
Frowns, hesitates, turns pale, and says 'twas nothings 
Then feigns to smile, and by his anxious care 
To prove himself at ease, betrays his pain. 

Mirtha. Since my short sojourn here, I've mark'd 
this earl. 
And though the ties of blood unite us closely, 
I shudder at his haughtiness of temper. 
Which not his gentle wife, the bright Elwina,, 
Can charm to rest. Ill are their spirits pair'd; 
His heart's the seat of frenzy, her's of softness; 
His love is transport, hers is trembling duty; 
Rage in his soul is as the whirlwind fierce. 
While hers ne'er felt the power of that rude passion. 

Edric. Perhaps the mighty soul of Dougliui mouras, 
Because inglorious lore detains him here. 
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IVhUeourb^kiii^tSy beneath the Chriftian standard,. 
Press to the bulwarks of J^iusalem. 

Birtha, Though every various charm adorns Elwina, 
And thou|^ the noble Douj^ doats to madness, 
Tet some dark mystery mvolves their fate: 
The canker grief devours Elwina^s Uoorn* 
And on her brow meek Resignation sits» 
Hc^less, yet uncomplainii^. 

Edric. 'TIS most strange. 

Birtha. Once, not long since, the thought herself 
alone; 
'Twas then the pent-up anguish burst its bounds; 
With broken voice, clasp'd hands, and streaming eyes, 
She call'd upon her father, call'd him cruel. 
And said her doty claim'd far other recompenise. 

Edric. Perhi^ the absence of the f^d \&t6, Raby, 
Who, at her nuptials, quitting^ ^is fidr castle, 
Resign'd it to Etwina, thus afflicts her. 
Hast thou e*er questioned her, good IKrdia? 

Birtha, OftCffi; 

But hitherto in vun, and yet ^e shown itfe 
Th* endearing kindness of a sister's love^ 
But if I speak of tyouglas«-*-i^ 

Mdric, See! he comet. 

It would offend him shouM he ^d you bsre. 
Enter Bouola-S. 
Dougm How! Edric and his sister in dose conference? 
Do they not seem alarmed at my approach? 
And secf, how suddetdy they part! Now, Bdric, 

[EaH BnrrirA. 
Was this w^ done? or was it Hke a fifiend. 
When I desired to meetlhee here alone. 
With all the warmth of trusting confidence^ 
To lay my bosom naked to thy view. 
And show thee aH its weakness; was it weli 
To call thy sister here, to let her witness 
Thy friend'ft iixfinmty?— perhaps to tell her*—' 
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MJric. ify lord, I could not tell; I nothmg know. 

D9U£^. Nay, then, thou dost sospect there's some- 
thmg- wrong! 

Edric, If we were bred from infkncy together. 
If I partook in all thy youthful griefs. 
And erery joy thou knew*8t was doubly mine; 
Then tell me til the secret of thy soul. 
Or have these few short mon^s of separation. 
The oriy absence we have ever known. 
Have these so rent the bands of love asunder, 
That Douglas should distrust his Edric's truth? 

Doug', My friend, I know thee fidthful as thou'rt brave. 
And I will trust thee— but not now, good Edric; 
'Tis past, 'tis gone, it is not worth the telling; 
*Twas wrong to cherish what disturb'd my peace; 
m think of it no more. 

Edric, O most wise promise! 

I fear'd some hidden trouble vex'd your quiet. 
In secret I have watch'd— — 

Doug'. Ha! watch'd in secret? 

A spy? employ'd, perhaps, to note my actions? 
What have 1 said? Forgave me, thou art noble: 
Yet do not press me to disclose my grief. 
For when thou know'st it, I perhaps shall hate thee 
As much, my £dric, as I hate myself 
For my suspicions; I am ill at ease. 

Edric. How will the fair Elwina grieve to hear it! 

Doug. She grieve? Elwina grieve? thou'st touch'd 
the string 
That wakes me into madness. Hear me, then. 
But let the deadly secret be secured 
With bars of adamant in thy close breast. 
Think of the curse which waits on broken oaths'; 
A knight is bound by more than vulgar ties. 
And perjury in thee were doubly damn'd: 
WcH then, our gallant king— • 

E 
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Edrie. U 8000 fxpccted 

From distant Palestine. 

JDm^. Forbid it, he&ven! 

For with bim comes—— 

Edric. Ab! wbo? 

Dovg; Peace^ peace. 

For see, Elwina's here. Retire, my Edric; 
When next we meet tbou sbalt know all. FarewelL 

lExUl&iiRie^ 
Now to conceal with care my bosom's ang\iish. 
And let her beauty chase away my sorrows! 
Yes, I would meet her with a face of smiles— 
But 'twill not be. 

EntQr Elwina. 

Elvf. Alas, 'tis ever thus! 

Thus ever clouded is his gloomy brow, [atidei 

Dttg. I were too blest, Elwina, could I hope 
You met me here by choice, or that your bosom 
Shared the warm transports mine must ever feel 
At your approach. 

Elw. My lord, if I intrude. 

The cause which brings me claims your gentle pardon; 
I fear you are not well, and conr^^, unbidden. 
Except by fidthful duty, to inquire. 
If hap*ly in my power, my little power, 
I have the means to minister relief 
To your afflictions? 

Doug, What unwonted goodness! 

O I were blest above the lot of man. 
If tenderness, not duty, brought Elwina; 
Cold, ceremonious, hard, unfeeling duty. 
That wretched substitute for love; but know, 
The heart demands a heart; nor will be paid 
With less than what it gives. E'en now, Elwina, 
The glistening tear stands trembling in your eyes. 
Which cast their mournful sweetness on the ground. 
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As If they fear'd to raise their beams to mine. 
And read the language of reproachfiil love. 

Eho, My lord, 1 hop'd the thousand daily proofs 
Of my obedience 

Dou£^. Death to all my hopes! 

Heart-rending word! obedience! what's obedience? 
Tis fear, 'tis hate, 'tis terror, 'tis aversion; 
*Tis the cold debt of ostentatious duty. 
Paid with insulting caution; psud to tell me 
How much you tremble to offend a tyrant 
So terrible as Douglas. — O, Elwinsr— 
While duty portions out the debt it owes. 
With scrupulous precision, and nice justice, 
liove never measures, but proiusely gives, 
Gives, like a thoughtless prodigal, iu all. 
And trembles then, lest it has done to little. 

Eho. Pm most unhappy that my cares ofiend» 

Doug. True tenderness is less solicitous, 
licss prudent and more fond; the enamour'd heart 
Conscious it loves, and blest in being lov'd, 
Beposes on the object it adores. 
And trusts the passion it inspires and feels.— 
Thou hast not learnt how terrible it is 
To feed a hopeless flame. — But hear, Elwina, 
Thou most obdurate, hear me. 

Elw. Say, my lord. 

For your own lips shall vindicate my fame. 
Since at the altar I became your wite, 
Can malice charge me with an act, a word, 
I ought to blush at? Have I not still liv'd 
As open to the eye of observation. 
As fearless innocence should ever live? 
I call attesting angels to be witness. 
If in my open deed, or secret thought. 
My conduct, or my heart, they've ought discem'd 
Vfhich did not emiiUte their purity. 

Digitized by Google 



44 PERCY. 

Doug, This Tiiidication e'er you w^t% aecda'd. 
This warm defence, this wardipg off attacks 
E'er they are made, and construing casual words 
To formal accusations, trust me, madam, 
Shows rather an alarm'd and vigilant spirit. 
Forever on the watch to guard its secret. 
Than the sweet calm of fearless iimoceace* 
Who talk'd of guilt? Who testified suspicion? 

£/w. Learn, sir, that virtue, while 'tia free &om 
blame. 
Is modest, lowly, meek, and unassuming; 
Not apt, like fearful vice, to i^dld its wes^cnesi. 
Behind the studied pomp of boastful phrase. 
Which swells to hide the poverty it shelters; 
But when this virtue feels itself suspected. 
Insulted, set at nought, its whiteness stain'd. 
It then, grows jMroud, forgets its humble wmrth. 
And rates itself above its real value. 

Doug, I did not mean to Miit\ But diiak, O thinks 
What pangs must rend this fearful, doating heart. 
To see you sink as if in love with i40H3)| 
To fear, distrac^g thought, to Ceel you hate me! 

Eho. What if the slender thread by which I hoU 
This poor precarious being soon must bl^ak; 
Is it Elwina's crime, or heaven's decree? 
Yet I shaU meet, I trust, the king of terrors. 
Submissive and resigned, without one pang. 
One fond regret at leaving this gay wwld. 

Doug. Yes, madam, there is one, one man adoT'd, 
For whom your sighs will heave, your tears will flow. 
For whom this hated world will still be dear. 
For whom you still would live—— c 

Eho, Hold, hold my loffl. 

What may this mean? 

Doiig, Ah! T have gone too far. 

What have I said?-^r-Yoifr father, sure, your father. 
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The good loid Raby may at least expect 
One tender sigh. 

Ehf, Alas, my lord! I thought 

The harmless incense of a daughter's sighs 
Might rise to heaven, and not oflend its ruler. 

Ihug. *Tis true; yet Raby's self is less belov'd 
Since he bestow'd his daughter's hand on Douglas: 
That was a crime the dutiful Elwma 
Can never pardon; and believe me, madam. 
My love's so nice, so delicate my honour, 
I am asham'd to owe my happiness 
To ties which make you wretched. 

[^Exit Douglat, 

Elw. Ah! how's this? 

Though I have ever found him fierce and rash, 
PuU of obscure surmise and distant hints. 
Till now he never ventur'd to accuse me. 
**Yet there is one, one man belov'd, ador'd, 
** For whom your tears will flow:" — ^these were his words— 
And then the wretched subterfuge of Raby— 
How poor th' evasion!— But my Birtha comes. 

Enter Birtha. 

Birtha, Crossing the portico I met lord Douglas, 
IKsorder'd were his looks, his eyes shot fire; 
He call'd upon your name with such distraction, 
Ifear'd 3ome sudden evil had befall'n you. * 
Elw. Not sudden; no; long has the storm been gather- 
ing. 
Which threatens speedily to burst in ruin 
On this devoted head. 

Birtha, I ne'er beheld 

Your gentle soul so ruffled, yet I've mark'd you. 
While others thought you happiest of the happy. 
Blest with whate'er the world calls great, or good, 

E2 
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With all that a«jtui^ all that Gxrixam g^vt^ 

I've mark'd you bending with a weight of gorvow. 

£lw. O, I will teU thee all! thou could'st not find 
An hour, a moment in ELwina's hfe. 
When her full heart so loi^d to ease its load. 
And pour its sorrows in thy friendly bosom; 
Hear^ then« with pity. hear my tale of wo* 
And, O let filial piety iSrgive, 
If my presumptuous Ups arraign a father! 
Yes, Birtha, thatbelov'd, that cruel father 
Has doom'd me to a life of hopeless aqguldj, 
poom'd me to die e'er half my days are number'd^ 
JX>om'd me to give my trembling hand to Douglas, 
'Twas all I had to give, my heart was— Percy's. 

JSirthQ, What do J hear? 

JBlvf. My mis'ry, not my crime. 

Long since the battle 'twi^t the rival houses 
Of Douglas and of Percy, for whose hate 
The world itself 's too small a theatre; 
One summer*s mom my £sither chas'd the deer 
On Cheviot hills, Xorti^umbria's fair domais-p-**^ 

Birtha. . On that fam'd spot where first, the feuds 
commenc'd 
Between the earls? 

Eho. The same. During the diase, 

Some of my fiither's knights receiv'd an i^ult 
From the loM Percy's herdsmen, churlish foresters, 
Unworthy of the gentle blood they seaVd, 
My father, proud and jealous of his honour, 
(Thou know'st the fiery temper of our barons) 
Swore that Northumberland had been concem'd 
In this rude outrage, nor would hear of peace 
Or reconcilement which the Percy offered; 
But bade me hate, renounce, and banish him. 
O! 'I^was a task too hard for all my duty; 
I strove, and wept; I strove— but still I lov'd. • 

Digitized by Google 



Mrtha. Indeed twas most unjust; but say what foi' 
low'd? 

£lw. Why should I dwell on the di3astrous tale? 
Forbid to see me, Percy straitway join'd 
The great crusade, against the Saracen. 
Soon as the jarring kingdoms were at peace. 
Earl Douglas, whom till then J ne'er bad seen. 
Came to this castle; 'twas my hapless fate 
To please him.— Bbrtha; thou can'st tell what foUow'd; 
But who shall tell the agonies I felt? 
My barbarous father forc'd me to dissolve 

The tender vows himself had bid me form 

He dragg'd me trembling, dying, to the altar, 
I sigb'd, I struggl'd, fainted, and — complied. 

Birthtu Did Douglas know a manage had been once 
Fh^>QS*d 'twixt you and Pei-cy? 

Ehv. - If he did. 

He tliought, like you, it was a match «f policy. 
Nor knew our love outran om* father's prudence. 

JBirtha. Should he now find he was the instrument 
Of the loed Uaby's vengeance? 

Mw. 'Twere most dreadful! 

My father lock'd this motive in his breast. 
And feign'd to have forgot the chace of Cheviot. 
Some iDooBs have now completed tlieir slow course 
Since. my sad marriage^ — Percy still is absent. 

Mkrtha. Nor will return befwe his sov^ign comes. 

Elw, Talk not of hisretimi! this coward heart 
Can know no thought of peace but in his absence. 
How, Douglas here again? some fresh alarm! 

Enter Douglas, agitated, with letter* iti his hand, 

Bvag. Madam, your pardon— 
Bho. What disturbs my lord? 

Doug, Nothing. — ^Disturb? I ne'er was more at ease. 
These letters from your father give us notice 
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He will be here to-night^— he further adds 
The king's each hour expected to return. 
The grand crusade's accomplish'd. 

Ehp. How! the king? 

Said you the king? 

Jiou£^. And 'tis lord Baby's pleasure 

That you, among the foremost, bid him welcome. 
You must attend the court. 

Elw, Must I, my lord? 

Dou^. Now to observe how she receives the news! 

Inside, 

J5ftr. 1 must not — cannot. — ^By the tender love 
You have so oft profess'd for poor Elwina, 
Indulge this one requests O let me stay* 

Doug. Enchanting sounds! she does not wish to go— 

Inside. 

Ehv. The bustling world, the pomp which waits om 
courts 
111 suits my humble, unambitious soul; 
Then leave me here, to tread the safer path 
Of private life, here, where my peaceful course 
Shall be as silent as the shades around me; 
' Nor shall one vagfratit wish be e'er allow'd 
To stray beyond the bounds of Raby castle. 

Dott^. O music to my ears? (aside.) Can you resolve 
To hide those wondrous beauties in the shade. 
Which rival kings would cheaply buy with emptefe? 
Can you renounce the pleasures of a court. 
Whose roofs resound with minstrelsey and mirth? 

Elw. My lord, retirement id a wife's best duty. 
And virtue's safest station is retreat. 

JDoug. My soul's in transports! {aside.) — ^But caa 
you forego 
What wins the soul of woman — admiration? 
Forego a world, where far inferior charms. 
Only presume to shine when you are absent? 
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Win you not loog^.to meet the public g»ze2 
Long to eclipse th^ fair, and charm the brave? 

Et». These are delights in which the ndnd partakes 
not. 

Douff. m try her farther. {Anide,) 

[Takes her hand, and looks steadfast^ at her as he 
speaks.) 

But reflect once more; 
When you shall hear that England's gallant peers^' 
Fresh from the fields of war, and gay with glory, 
l^jlute wi^ fiun^, and vain with victory; 
When you shall hear these princely youths contend 
In maoy a tournament for Beauty^s prize; 
When you shall hear of revelry, and masking. 
Of mimic combats, and of festive halls. 
Of lances j»hiv€^4 in the cause of love. 
Will you not then repeat, then wish your fate. 
Tour happier fate had till that hour reserved you 
For some plum'd conqueror? 

Elw. My fate, my lord. 

Is now bound up with yours, nor do I wish 
To gain anol^ier heart. 

jDou^r, Here let me kneel- 

Yes, 1 will kne(d, and gaze, and weep, and wonder; 
Thou paragon of goodness! — ^pardon, pardon! 

[^£issesher hand, 
t am convinc'd — I can no longer doubt, 
Kor talk, nor hear, nor reason, nor reflect. 
—I must retire, and give a loose to joy. 

[£a»VDouoLAS. 

Birtha. The king returns. 

Elw. And with liim Percy comes! 

Birtha, You needs must g^. 

Eho. O never, never, Birtha, 

That rock Til shun. Shall I solicit ruin. 
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And pull 4eitruction on me ere its time? 
I, who have held it criminal to name him! 
I wUJ not go— I disobey thee, Douglas, 
Bulfesobey thee to preserve thy honour. 



ACT n. 

8c9ne — the UaU, 

Doug, {^peaking at he enters,) Ssb tSIt the tndtttr 
insantly be seiz'd. 

And strictly watch'd: let none have access to hiiq. 

O Jealousy, thou ag^gregate of woes! 

Were there no hell, thy torments would create one. 
.But yitfihe may be gutless — ^may? she must. 

How beautiful she look'd! pernicious beauty! 

Yet innocent, as warm, seem'd the sweet blush 

That mantled on her cheek. But not for me. 

But not for me those breathing roses blow! 

And then she wept — ^what! can I bear her tears? 
, Well — let her weep — ^her tears are for another; 

did they fall for me, to dry their streams, 

I'd drain the choicest blood that feeds this heart. 
Nor think the drqis I shed were half so precious. 

[^Ife atanda in a muting poature. 
Enter lord Raby. 
Rahy. Sure I mistake — Am I in Raby castle? 
Impossible! that was the seat of smiles; 
There Cheerfulness, and Joy, were household godi. 

1 us'd to scatter pleasures when I came. 
And every servant shar'd his lord's delight. 
But now Suspicion and Distrust preside, 
And Discontent maintains a sullen sway. 
Where is the smile unfeign'd, the joviid welcome. 
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Which cheer'd the sad, beguil'd the fnlgriin's paio. 

And made dependency forget its bonds? 

Where is the ancient, hospitable hall. 

Whose vaulted roof once rung with harmless mirtli^L 

Where every passing stranger was* a guest^ 

And every guest a friend? I fear me much. 

If once our nobles scorn their rural seats. 

Their rural greatness, and their vassals' love, 

Treedom, and English grandeur, are no more. 

Douff. {advancing.) My lord, you are welcome. 

Raby. ^^ Sir, I trust I am; 

But yet, met^ks, I shall not feel I'm welcome. 
Till my Elwina bless me with her smiles: 
She was not wont with lingering- step to meet me. 
Or greet my coming with a cold embrace; 
Kow 1 extend my longmg arms in vain. 
My child, my darling, does not come to fill them.*^ 
they were happy days when she would fly 
To meet me from the camp or from the chase. 
And with her fondness overpay my toils! 
Row eager would her tender hands unbrace 
The ponderous armour from my war-worn limbs. 
And pluck the helmet which oppos'd her kiss! 

Doug. O sweet delights that never must be mine! 

Raby. What do I hear? ^ 

Dwug. Nothing: inquire no farther. 

Rahy. My lord, if you respect an old man's peace; 
If e'er you doated on my much-lov'd child. 
As 'tis most sure you made me think you did; 
Then, by the pang^ which you may one day feel. 
When you, like me, shall be a fond, fond father. 
And tremble for the treasure of your age. 
Explain what this alarming silence means? 
Tou sigh, yet do not speak; nay more, you hear not? 
Your lab'ring soul turns inward on itself 
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As there were nothing but your own sad thoughts ^ 
Deserv'd regard. Does my child live? 

^ug. She does. 

^faby. To bless h^ father! 

Doug. And — ^to curse her hu^and! 

Raby. Ah! have a care, my lord; Fm not so old-^ 

Doug. Nor I so base that I should tamely bear it; 
Nor am I so inur'd to infamy. 
That I can say without a burning blush. 
She lives to be my curse. 

Raby. How's this? ^ 

Doug, ntought 

The lily op'ning to the heav'n's soft dews. 
Was not so fragrant, and was not so chaste. 

Raby. Has she prov'd otherwise? FU not believe it. 
Who has traduc'd my sweet, my innocent child? 
O she's too good to 'scape calumnious tongues. 
Detraction ever loves a lofty mark: 
It saw her soar a flight above her fellows, 
And hurl'd its arrow to her glorious height. 
To reach her heart, and bring her to the ground. 

Doug. Had the rash tongue of Slander so presumM, 
My vengeance had not been of that slow sort 
To need a prompter; nor should any arm. 
No, not^^father's, dare dispute witfi mine 
The privilege to die in her defence. 

None dares accuse EUwina, but 

Raby. "But who? 

Doug. But Douglas. 

Raby {putting his hand to his sword.) You? — spare 
my age's weakness! 
You do not know what 'tis to be a father. 
You do not know, or you would pity me. 
The thoi^partd tender throbs, the nameless feelings, 
The dread to ask, and yet the wish to know. 
When we adore and fear: but wherefore fear? 
Does not the blood of Raby fill her veins? 
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JOwg'. Percjr^-^know^st thoa that name! 

Mdby. How! what of "Pfepcy? 

Doug, He loves Biwina aind, my ctiraes on hi|A 
He is belov*d again. • ^^ 

Baby. Pm on the rack! 

Doug. Not the two Theban brothers bore each other 
Such deep, such deadly hate as I and ^ercy. 

Baby. But tell me of my child. 

Doug, (not minding fUm.) As I and 1»ercy! 

When at the marriage rites, O rites accurs'd! 
Iseiz'd hei^b^niMif^ hand, she started back; 
Cold horror thrill'd her veins, her tears flow*d fest. 
Ifool that I was, 1 thought 'twas maiden fear. 
Bull, doating ig^norance! beneath those terrors. 
Hatred for me, and love for Vercy lUrkM. 

Ba^. What proof of guilt is this? 

Doug, E'er since our marriage^ 

Our days have still been cold and joyless all; 
Painful restraint, and hatred ill disguised. 
Her sole return for all my waste of fondness.— 
This very ttiom I told her 'twas your will 
She should repair to court With all those graces^ 
Which first subduM my soul, and still enslave it» 
She begg'd to stay behind in Haby castle, ^ 
Por courts and cities had ho charms for her. ^ 
Curse my blind love! I was again ensnar'd. 
And doated on the sweetness which deceiv'd nke. 
Just at the hour she thought I should be absent, 
(Por chance could ne'er have tim'd their guilt so well) 
Arriv'd young Harcourt, one of Percy's knights. 
Strictly enjoin'd to speak to none but her; 
Iseiz'd the miscreint; hitherto he^s silent. 
But tortures soon shall force him to confess. 

Baby. Percy b absent — ^They have never met. 

Doug. At what a feeble hold you grasp for luccour? 
Willit conteat tne th^t ber penon's puref 
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Ko; if her alien beart doats on another^ ^ 

She is unchaste, were not that other Percf. 
Let julgar spirits basely wait for proof, 
SheAres another— that's enou^ for Douglas. 

Maify. Be patient. 

Dmg. Be a tame conveiuent hushand!- 

And meanly wait for circumstantial g^iH? 
^o— I am nice as the first Cxsar was. 
And start at bare suspicion. ( Ooing.) 

Baby, {holding him) ^ Douglas, hear me; 

Thou hast nam'd a Roman husban^ if sl^jp false, 
I mean to prove myself a Roman £i^er, 

. ^: ^Exit^vGhXi, 
This marriage was my work, and thus I'm pvmiiKh'd! « 
Enter Blwina.. 

Elw, Where is my father? let me fly to meet him; 

let me clasp his venerable knees. 
And die of joy m his btlov*d embrace. 

Baby, {avoiding her embrace) Elwina! 

Eiw. And is that all? so cold? 

Baby, (aternbf) Elwina! 

Ehtf. Then I'm undone indeed! How stern his looks! 

1 will not be repuls'd, I am your child. 
The child of that dear mother you ador'd; 
Tou shaitoot throw me off; I will g^w here. 
And, like thie patriarch, wrestle, for a blessing. 

Baby, (holding her from him) Before } take thee in 
these aged arms, , . 

Press thee with transport to this beating heart. 
And give a loose to all a parent's fondness. 
Answer, and see thou answer me as truly 
As if the dread inquiry came from Heav'n — 
Does no interior sense of g^t confound thee? 
Can'st thpu lay all thy naked soul before me? 
Can thy unconscious eye encounter mine? 
Can'st thou endure the probe, and never shrink? 
'TISui thy finn hand meet mine, and never tremble? 
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Art thou pi^par'd to meet the rigid judge? 
Or to embrace the fond, the melting father^ 

Ehf, Mysterious Heav'n! to what am I reserv*^ 
Raby, Should some rash man, regardless of thy fame^ 
And in defiance of thy marriage vows. 
Presume to plead a guilty passion for thee, 
MThat would'sl thou do? 

Eivr. What honour bids me do. 

jRabtf. Come to my arms! {they embrace.) 

m-w. My father! 

Roby. Yes,Elwinii, 

Hiou art my child — ^thy mother's perfect image. 

Eho, Forgive these tears of mingled joy and doubt; 
9or why that question? who should seek to please 
The desolate Elwxna? 

Raby. But if any 

Should so presmne, can'st thou resolve to hate him, 
Whate'er his name, whatever his pride of blood, 
Whate'er his former arrogant pretensions? " 

Ehrina. Ha! 

Raby, Dost thou fiilter? Have a care, Elwina. 

Blwina. Sir, do not fear me; am I not your daughter? 

Raby, Thou hast a higher claim upon thy honour; 
Thou art earl Douglas' wife. 

Ehoina. (yoeeps. ) - I am indeed! 

Raby. Unhappy Douglas! 

Ehnna. Has he then complain'd? 

Has he'^iesum'd to sully my white fame? 

Raby. He knows that Percy 

Ehmna. Was my destin'd husband; 

By your own promise, by a father's word; 
AJ^d by a tie more strong, more sacred still. 
Mine, by the fast, firm bond of mutual love. 

Raby. Now, by my fears, thy husband told me truth. 

Ehnna, If he has told thee that thy only chil4 
Was forc'd^ a helpless victim to the altar; 
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Tom from hknurmji wlio had her yjtfpn. hear^ 
And forc'd to make false vows to one she hated, 
Theiv I poofess, th«the has told thee truth. 

JSabjf, Her w(H*d8 are barbed arrows in my heart 
But 'tis too Ute {ari4e.) Thou hast appointed HarcouEt 
To see thee here by stealth m Douglas' absence. 

Ehrina. No, by my life! nor knew I tiU this mpment 
That Uarcourt was retiun'd. Was it for this 
I taught my heart to struggle with its wi^>ngs2 
Was it for this 1 bore my woes in silence? 
When the food ties of early love were broken. 
Did my weak soul break out in fond complsdnts^' 
Did I rephiach thee? Did I call thee cruel? 
No— I endur'd it all; and weary'd heaven 
To bless that father who destroy'd my peace. 
Emer M&sa«N»sR. 
Me$9. My lord, aknight, sir Hubert «^ I thinly 
But newly landed from the holy wars, 
Intreats admittance. 

Mab^. Let the warrior miter. 

(^Exit Mbssbmoka. 
All priva,te interests sink at his approach; 
Te selfish cares, be for a moment banished! 
IVe now no child; my country claims me alL 

Elwina. Weak heart, be still, for what hast tliou to 
'fear? 

Entrn* Sim Hubert. 
Raby. Welcb|^ thou gallant knight! tk Hobm, 
welcome! 
Welcome to Bab^ castle!-«|n one word. 
Is the king safe? Is Palestine subdued? 

Sir Bub. The l^ng is safe, and Palestine subdued. 
Raby. Blest be the god of armies! Now, sir Huber^ 
By all the saints thou'rt a right noble knight! 
^ ^^y im ) tp« old for this crucade? 
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I think it would have made me young again. 
Could I, like thee, have seen the hated Crescent 
Tield to the Christian cross. — How now, Blwina! 
What! cold at news wluch might awake the dead! 
If there's a drop m thy degenerate veins 
That glows not now, thou art not Raby's daughter. 
It is Religion's cause, the cause of Heaven! 

Ehtdna. When Policy assumes Religion's name, 
And wears the sanctmtonious garb of faith. 
Only to colour fraud and license murder. 
War then is tenfold guilt. 

RcLby. Blaspheming girl! 

r JElwina. 'Tis not the crosier, nor the pontiffs robe. 
Nor outward show, nor form of sancUty, 
Nor Palestine destroyed, nor Jordan's banks 
Delug'd with blood of sktugfater'd infidels. 
No, nor th' extinction of the eastern world. 
Nor all the wild, pernicious, big^t rage 
Of mad crusades, can bribe that Pow*r, who sees 
The motive with the act O blind to think 
Fanatic wars can please the Prince of Peace! 
He who erects his altar in the heart. 
Abhors the sacrifice of human blood. 
And hates the false devotion of that zeal 
Which massacres the world he died to save. 

Baby. O impious rage! If thou would'st shun my curse 
No more, I charge thee.— —Tell me, good sir Hubert, 
Say, have our arms achieved this glorious deed, 
I fear to ask, without much Christian bloodshed! 

Elvdna. Now heaven support me! (ande.) 

Sir Hub, My good lord of Raby, 

Imperfect is the sum of human glory! 
Would I could tell thee that the field was won 
Without the death of such illustrious knights. 
As makes the high flush'd cheek of Victory.pale, 
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EMna. Wijr thoaJkLl tcenfak that) iadib.) 

Moby. Whom lu¥c w€ loatl . 

Sir MuJk. Theiu>bleClifford»Wal9ingiiani,aAdGr^, 
Sir Harry Hastiogay and tke valiant Pembroke. 
All men of choioeat note* 

Bai^* O that my name 

Had been enroUfd in such, a list oCheroea! 
If I was toa mfirm to serve my coun^yr^ 
I might have prov*d my love by dying for hes. 

Ehrina, Were there no morel 

Sir Mub. Butfew of noble bkxxt 

But the brave youth, who gain'd bright glory's palm^. 
The flower of knighthood^ and the plume of wai^ 
Who bore his bamier foremost in the field. 
Yet conquer'd more by merey than the sword» 
Was I^rcy. 

Ehnna. Then he lives! (oMcfe. ) 

Balnf. Did be? Did^Pereyi 

O gallant youth, then Pm thy foe no more; 
Who conquers for my oountiy is my fnendl 
His fame shall add new glosiea to a house» 
Where never maid was false, nor knight disloyal. 

Sir Hub. You do embalm him, lady, with yxMir teane 
They grace the graye of glory, where he lies. 
He died the death of honour. 

Eltoina. Said'st tluni—diedl 

Sir Hub* Beneath the towers of Solgqnaiie felL 
' Elvdna. Obi 

Sir Hub. Look to the lai^. 

(ErLWiNA fiants inJktff father* a orma.) 

■ff a% Gentle knight, rctir o i 

'Tis an infirmity of nature in her. 
She ever mourns at any tale of bloods 
She will be well anon — meantime, sir Hubert^, 
You'll grace our castle with your friendly soipum* 

Sirffub, ImustretumwiUiapeed— healthtothelady! 

lExit Hubert. 
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jftoay* liObicupBlwiMML Shoidd her husband cone! 
Yet she rerwM not. 

Enter Douglas. 

Doti^. Ha! Elwina fainting? 

My lord, I fear you have too harshiy chid her. 
Her gentle nature couid not brook your sternness. 
She wakes, she titirs, she feels returning life. 
My love! {Be takua her kand) 

Elwina. O Percy! 

Daug". {etarit^ ) Do my senses fail me^ 

Ehoina, My Percy, 'tis Elwina calls. 

Doug, Hell, hell! 

Baby. Retire aiwhik, my dau^ter. 

Elvfina. Douglas here? . 

My father and my husband! O for pity. 

\_Exit Elwina, ca«^>o§- a look of angvi9h on both, 

Doug. Now, now contess she well deserves my ven- 
geance! 
Before my face to call upon my foe! 

Haby. Upon a foe who has no power to hurt thee. 
Earl Percy's slain. 

J}mig^ I live again.— -But hold- 

Did she-oot weep? She did, and wq>t for Percys 
If she laments him, he's my rival still. 
And not the gfrave can bury my resentment 
I can be jealous of the dead. 

Raby* 'So more. • 

T^ truly brave are stiU the truly gen'rous; 
3<^k)w, Doufplas, is the time to prove thee both. 
If it be true that she didonee love Percy, 
Thou hast no more to fiemr, since Percy's dead. 
Release young Harcourt, kt him see IQwina^ 
'Twill serve a double purpose, 'twiU at once 
Prove Percy's daatb, and thy uMchaog^ alfeetiot; 
Be gentle to my child, andwin her heart' 
By confideiuM «iidJ0ia«pfMchin9>tove« 
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D9Ug, By heaven thou counseFst well: it shall be detio. 
Go, set him firee, and let hun have admittance 
To my Elwina*s presence. 

Raby. Farewell, Ilouglas. 

Show thou believ'st her faithiiil, and she'll prove so. 

[£nV Ramr. 

Doug, Northumberland is dead-that thought is peace! 
Her heart may yet be mine; transporting hope! 
Percy was gentle, ev'n a foe^vows it. 
And I'll be milder than a summer's breeze. 
Yes, thou most lovely, most ador'd of women! 
I'll trace each virtue, copy every grace. 
Of my bless'd rival, happier in his death 
To be thus lov'd, than living to be scom'd. 



ACTin. 

Scene-^A Garden at Baby caatle, with a bower* 
Enter Perct anJ sib Hubskt. 

Sir Hub, O Pbbot! that thou liv'st and art retuni'd. 
More joys my soul than all the mighty conquests 
That sun beheld, which rose on Syria's ruin. 

Perqf, I've told thee, good Sir Hubert, by what 
wonder 
I was preserv'dy though numbered with the slain. 

Sir Sub. Twas strange indeed! 

Percy 'Twas heaven's immediate work! 

But let me now indulge a dearer joy. 
Talk of a richer gift of Mercy's hand; 
A gift so precious to my doating heart. 
That life preserv'd is but a second blessing. 
O Hubert, let my soul indulge its softness! 
The hour, the spot is sacred to Elwina. 
This was her fav'rite walk; I well i^member. 
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'Twas in that very bower she gave this scar^ 
Wrought by the hand of lovej she bound it on. 
And, smiling, cried, Whate'er befall us, Percy, 
Be this the sacred pledge of faith between us. 
1 knelt, and swore, call'd every power to witness. 
No time nor circumstance should force it from me! 
But vow'd to lose my life and this together. 
fiere I repeat my vow. 

Sir Hub, Is this tlie man 

Qeneath whose siixgl^ arm an host was crush'd? 
He at whose name the Saracen tum'd pale? 
Who when he fell, made conqu'ring armies weep. 
And mourn a victory they had bought so dear? 
How has he chang'd the trumpet^s martial note. 
And all the stirring clangor of the war. 
For 1^ soft melting of the lover's lute! 
Why are thine eyes still bent upon tlie bower? 
Percy, O Hubert, Hubert! to a soul enamour'd 

There is a sort of local sympathy. 

Which, when we view the scenes of early passion. 

Paints the bright image of the object lov'df 

In stronger colours than remoter scenes 

Could ever paint it; realizes shadow; 

Bmbodies ^vacancy; lends shap^ and being 

To airy &ntasy> substance to thought; 

Fiction to truth, and breath and voice to words. 

Dresses the object up in all its charms; 

Talks to it nearer, frames its answers kinder. 

And turns imagination into vision. 

Sir Bub. I should not be believ'd in Percy's camp. 

If I should tell them that their gallant leader. 

The bold Northumberland, the British MarSf 

Renouncing war, dissoVd in amorous wishes, 

Lioiter'd in shades, and pin'd in rosy bowers. 

To catch'a transient glance of two bright eyes. 
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Percy, Enoug^h of conquest, andenougli of war! 
Ambition's cloy'd — the heart resumes its rights. 
When England's king, and England's good requir'd, 
This arm not idly tlie keen falchion bore. 
Enough— for vaunting misbecomes a soldier. 
I live, I am retum'd— am near Elwina! 
See'st thou those turrets? Yes, that castle holds her. 
But wherefore tell thee this? finr thou hast seen her. 
How look'd, what said she? Did she hear the tale 
Of my imagin'd death without emotion? 

Sir Hub. Percy, thou hast seen the rouBk^rose newly 
blown 
Disclose its bashful beauties to the sun; 
When lo! a chilling storm at once descends, 
Swee]>8 all its blushing glories to the dust. 
Bows its fair head, and blasts its op'ning charms. ^ 
So droop'd the nuud, beneath the cruel weight ' 
Of my sad tale. 

Percy. So tender, and so true! 

Sir Hub. I left her fainting in her father's anns. 
The dying flower yet hangping on the tree. 
E'en Raby melted at the news I brought. 
And envy'd thee thy glory. 

Percy. Then I am blest! 

His hate subdued, Fve nothing more to fe>r. 

Sir Hub. My embassy despatched I left the castle. 
Nor spoke' fe any of lord Raby's househdjd. 
For fear the king should chide the tardiness 
Of my return. My joy to find you living 
You have already heard. 

Percy, But where is Harcourt? 

E'er this he should have seen her, told her all; 
How I surviv'd, retum'd — and how 1 love! 
I tremble at the near approach of bliss. 
And scarcely can sustain the joy which waits me. 
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Sir Bub, Gnnt heaven the fair one pirove but half so 
true! 

Bercy. O she is truth itself! 

Sir Bub. She may be chang'd. 
Spite of her tears, her fainting, and alarms. 
I know the sex, know them as nature made 'em. 
Not such as lovers wish and poets feign. 

Percy. Away! nor doubt a virtue so consummate* 
And yet I tremble. Why does terror shake 
These finn-strung nerves? But 'twill be ever thus 
When heav'n prepares us more than human bliss. 
And gives us only human strength to bear it. 

Sir Bub. What beam of brightness breaks thro' yonder 
gloom. 

Percy. Hubert— she comes! By all my hopes she 
comes! 
'Tis we — the blissful vision is Elwina! 
But ah! what mean those tears? — For me she weeps! 

O transport!— go.— I'll listen unobserv'd, 

And for a moment taste, in silent joy. 
The banquet of a tear which falls for love. 

\_lExit SIR HUBEBT. 

(Perct j'Otf* into the bower.) 
Enter Elwixa. 
ElvincL. Shall I not weep? and have I then no cau8e7 
If I could break th* eternal bands of death. 
And wrench the sceptre from his iron grasp; 
If I could bid the yawning sepulchre 
Restore to life its long committed dustj 
If I could teach the slaught'ring hand of war. 
To give me back my dear, my murder'd Percy, 
Tlien I indeed might once more cease to weep. 
(Perct comet out of the bower.) 
Percy, Then cease, for Percy lives. 
Eliiina. Protect me, heav*h! 
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Percy. OJoy unspeakable! Mylife/inytevtl 
End of my toils^ and crown of all my cares! 
Kind as eonsenting peace, as conquest bright, 
Dearer than arms, and lovelier than renown! 

Elvrina. It is his voice-^t is, it is my Percy! 
And dost thou liver 

Percy. I never liv'd tUl now. 

Hhoina. And did my sighs, and did my sorrows reack 
thee? 
And art thou come at last to dry my tears? 
How didst thou 'scape the fury of the foe? 

Percy. Thy guardian genius hover'd o'el* the field. 
And turn*d the hostile spear trom Pe#cy*s breast. 
Lest thy fair image should be wounded there. 
:6(lt Harcourt should have told thee all my fate. 
How I surviv'd— ^ 

Ehoina. AUs! I have not seen him. 

Oh 1 have suffered much. 

Percy ^ Of that no more; 

For every, minute of our future lives 
Shall be so bless'd, that we will learn to Wonder 
How we could ever think we were unhappy. 

EhoMa. Percy, I cannot speak. 

Percy. Those tears how do^uentt 

I would not change tliis motionless, mute joy,.' 
For the sweet strains of angels: I look down 
With pity on the rest of human kind. 
However great muy be their fame of happiness^ 
And think their niggard fate has giv*n them nothings 
Kot giviojg'thee; or granting some smaU blessing;, 
' Denies them my capacity to feel it. 

Elwina. Alas! what mean you? 

Percy. Can I speak my meaning> 

*Tis of such magnitude that words would wrong it; 
But surely my Elwina's faithful bosom, 
Should beat in kmd responses of delight. 
And feel, but oeTer queatioD^ what I mean. 
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JEMfUt. Hold, hold, my heart, thoa hast nmchmore 
to suifer! 

Percy. Let the slow form, and tedious ceremony 
Wait on the splendid victims of ambition. 
liore stays for none of these. Thy father's soften'di 
He will forget the fatal Cheviot chase; 
Baby is brave, and I have serv'd my coontry; 
I would not boast; it was for thee I conquered. 
Then eome, my love! 

Eltoind, O never, never, never. 

Percy, Am I awake? Is that Elwina's voice? 

BMna. Percy, thou most ad«r'd— and most dec(^d! 
If ever fortitude sustained thy soul, 
l¥hen vulg^ minds have sunk beneath the stroke. 
Let thy imperial spirit now support t hee ■■ ■ 
If thou^an'st be so wond'rous merciful. 
Do not, O do not curse me! — ^but thou wilt. 
Thou must— for 1 have done a fearful deed, 
A deed of wild despair, a deed of horror: 
I am, I am— 

Percy. Speak, say, what art thou? 

Ehoma. Married. 

Percy. Oh? 

EMna, Percy, I think I begg'd thee not to curse me; 
But now I do revoke the fond petition. 
Speak! ease thy bursting soul: reproach, upbraid. 
Overwhelm me with thy wrongs — PIl bear it all. 

Percy. Open, thou earth, and hide me from her tight! 
iMdst thou not bid me curse thee? 

JEhekM4 Mercy! mercy! 

Percy, And have I 'scapM the Saracen's fell swot^ 
Only to perish by Elwina's g^uih? 
I would have bared my bosom to the ibe, 
I would have died, had I bat known you wish'd it. 

TOI. II. c ** " 
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JSlwina. Percy, Ilov'd thee most, when I most wiiong'4 
thee: 
Tea, by these tears I did. 

Perof. Married! just heaVnf 

Married! to whom? Yet wherefore should I know^ 
It camiot add fresh horrors to thy crime^ 
Or my destruction. 

Bhoina. Ohl 'twill add to both. 

How shall I tellf Prepare for something dreadful. 
Hast thou not heard of— Douglas^ 

Perof. Why 'tia well! 

Thou Power Supreme! why waste thy wrath on me^ 
Why arm omnipotence to crush a worm? 
I could have faU'n without this waste of ruin. 
Married to Douglas! By my wrongs I like it; 
Tis perfidy complete, *tis fini^M falsehood^ 
^is adding fresh perdition to the deedj 
*Tis filling up the measure of offence 
Till it run o'er with misery! 

Ehadna. Percy, ohf 

it was my father's deed! he made his child " 
An instrument of yengeance on thy head. 
He wept, and threaten'd, sooth'd me, and commanded. 

Percy, And you complied, most duteously compliedf 

Ehtma. I could withstand his fury; but hist^ars. 
Ah, they undid me! Percy, dost thou know 
The cruel tyranny of tenderness? 
Hast thou e'er felt a father's warm embrace! 
Hast thou e'er seen a father'a flowing tears. 
And known that thou couldsr wipe those tears away? 
If thou hast felt, and hast resisted these. 
Then thou may'st curse my weakness; but if not. 
Thou canst not pity, for thou canst not judge. 

Percy, Let me not hear the music of thy voice> 
Or I shall love thee still: I shall forget 
Thy fatikl marriage, and mf sarage wrong*. 
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Shpina. Host thou not hate me^ Percy? 

I*erctf. Hate the«? Yei, 

As dying martyrs hate the righteous cause 
Of that bkit Power for whom they bleed— I hate thee, 
-(7%cy look at each other in silent agotty."^ 
Enter Harcouut. 

Har. Forghre, my lord, your faithful knig-ht — 

JPercy, Come, Harcourt, 

Come, and behold the wretch who once was Percy. , 

Har, With grief I've leam'd the whole unhappy tale. 
Barl Douglas, whose suspicion never sleeps—— 

Percy. What, is the tyrant jealous? 

JEl-wina. Hear him, Percy- 

Percy. I will command my rage.— Go on. 

Mar. Earl Douglas 

Knew by my arms and my accoutrements. 
That I belonged to you; he question'd much. 
And much he menac'd me, but both alike 
In vain; he then arrested and confin'd me. 

Percy. Arrest my knight? The Scot shall answer it 

Ehoina. How came you now released? 

Har. Your noble father 

Obtain'd my freedom, having leam'd from Hubert 
The news of Percy's death. The good old lord. 
Hearing the king's return, has left the castle 
To do him homage. (To Percy.) Sir, you had best retire; 
Your safety is endanger'd by your stay. 
I fear should Douglas know 

Percy. Should Douglas know? 

Why what new magic's in the name of Douglas, 
That it should strike Northumberland with fear? 
Go, seek the haughty Scot, and tell him — No- 
Conduct me to his presence. 

Elwina. Percy, hold; 

Think not 'tis Douglas— 'tis — 
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Petcy. I know it well— — 

Thou meanest to tell me 'tis Elwina's husband; 
Why that inflames me to superior madness. 
This happy husband, this triumphant Douglas 
ShaU not insult my misery with his bliss. 
VM blast the golden promise of his joys. 
C^onduct me to him— 4iay« 1 inll have way-* 
Come« let us seek this husband. 

Elwina* Percy, hear me. 

When I was robb'd of all my peace of mind. 
My cruel fortune left me stUl one blessings 
One solitary blessing, to console me; 
It was my fitme:— 'Tis a rich jewel, Percy, 
Andl must keep it spotless and unsoil*d: 
But thou would'st phmder what e'en Douglas spared. 
And rob this single gem of all its brightness. 

P^rcy, Go— thou was bom to rule the fate of Percy. 
Thou art my conqueror still. 

Ehrina. What noise is that? 

{Harcourt gvee to the tide of the *ta^e.) 
Percy, Why art thou thus alarm'd? 
Etmna, Alas! I fedi 

The cowardice and terrors of the wicked. 
Without their sense of guilt. 

Har, My lord, 'tis Douglas. 

Elvfina, Fly, Percy, and forever! 
Percy. Fly fix)m Douglas^ 

Etwina, Then stay, barbarian, and at once destroy 
My life and fame. 

Percy, That thought is death. I go. 

My honour to thy dearer honour yields.' 
Ehtdna. Tet, yet thou art not gone! 
Percy. Farewdl, farewell! 

[^Exit Percy. 
Elwma. I dare not meet the searching eye of Douglas. 
I must conceal my terrors. 
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DovsL'AS ai the tide -with hU tword drawn, Enmia koldt 
him. 
Doug'. Give me way. 

Edric, Thou shalt not enter. 
Dtmg, {ttruggUng -with Edkic.) If there were no 
hell. 
It would defraud my vengeance of its edge, 
And be should live. 

{Breaht from Edric and comes forward.) 
Curs'd chance! he is not here. 
Elvnna {going.) I dare not meet his fury. 
Jioug. See, she flies 

With ev*ry mark of guilt.— Go, search the bowV; 

{atide to Edric.) 
He shall not thus escape.— Madam, return (aloud.) 
Now, honest Dou^as, learn of her to feigfn (aside.) 
Alone, Elwina? who just parted hence? 

( H^ith affected composure.) 
Elwina. My lord, 'twas Harcourt; sure you must 

have met him. 
Doug. O exquisite dissembler! No one else? 
Elwina. My lord! 

Doug. How I enjoy her cmsinal confusion! 
Tou tremble, madam. 

Elwina. Wherefore should I tremble? 

By your permission Harcourt was admitted; 
Twas no mysterious, secret introduction. 

Doug. .And yet you seem alarm'd« — If Harcourt*s 
presence 
Thus agitates each nerve, makes ev'ry pulse 
Thus wildly throb, and the warm tides of blood 
Mount in quick rushing tumult to your cheek; 
If friendship can excite such strong emotions. 
What tremors had a lover's presence caus'd? 
Elwina. Ungenerous man! 
G 2 
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JDoug, 1 feait upon her terrors (mUt.) 

The story of his death was well contriv'd (to her;) 
But it affects not mej I have a wife, 
CSompar'd with whom cold Dian wa$ u|ichaste. 

iTakts her ififid.) 
But mark me well — though it concerns not you^ 
If there's a sin more deeply black than others^ 
Distinguish*d from the list of common crimes, 
A legion in itself, and dcnibly den 
To the djurk i»rince of h^l, it is— Hypocrisy. 

(Throw her from him, oh4 txit) 

mmna. Yes, I will bear his fearful indignatiQfii < 
Thou mditing heart be firm as adamant; 
Ye shatter'd nerves be strung with manly force. 
That I may conquar afl my sex's weakness. 
And lire as free from torror as from guilt. 
Nor shall this bleeding bosom lodge one thought. 
Cherish one wish, or harbour one desire. 
That angels may not hear, and Doug^ know* 



ACT IV. 

Scene^The hall. 

Enter Douglas, fdt avord drawn and bloody in one hand, 
in the other a letter, Haacoukt xoourided. 

Doug. Traitob, no more. This letter shows thy 
office. 
Twice hast thou robb'd me of my dear revenge. 
I took thee for thy leader — ^Thy base blood 
Would stain the noble temper of my sword. 
But as the pander to thy master's lust 
Thou justly fall'st by a wronged husband's hand. 
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Mar. Tby wifb is iimQcent. 

Dou^, Take him away. 

Mar. Percy, revenge my fall! 

[_Ouards bear Habcovrt in. 
l>oug, ' Now for the letter! 

He begs once saore to see he]p--so 'tis plain 
They have already met!— but to the rest— 
(Beadt) '' In vain you wish me to restore the aetxi. 
Dear pledge of love, while I have life I'll wear it; 
*Tis next my heart; no pow*r shall force it thence. 
Whene'er you see it in another's hand 
Conclude me dead." — My curses on them both! 
How tamely I peruse my shame! But thus. 
Thus let me tear the guilty characters 
Which reg^ter my inlamy: and thus. 
Thus would I scatter to the wnids of heav'n 
The vife complotters of my foul dbhonovtr. 

[^Toara the letter in the utmost agitation* 
Enter Edric. 
Edric. My lord— 

Doug. (intheutmottfurynotaeeing'EiDKic) Thescarff 
Edric. Lord Douglas. 

Doug. {stiU not hearing him) Tes, the scarf! 

Percy, 1 thank thee fbr the glorious thought! 
ril cherish it; twill sweeten all my pangs. 
And add a keener relish to reveng^! 
Edric. My lord! 

Doug. How, Edric here? 

Edric. What new distress? 

Doug. Dost thou expect I should recount my shame? 
Dwell on each circumstance of my disgrace. 
And swell my infamy into a tale; 
Till 1 become the scorn of every fool. 
And branded as a weak, believing husband? 
Rage will not let me.^But— my wife is false* 
Edric* Art thou convinc'd? 
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Bwg, The chronicles of hcU 

Cannot produce a falser. — But what news 
Of her curi'd paramour? 

Edric. He has escaped. 

Hotf^. Hast thou ezamin'd ev'ry avenue? 
Each spot? the grove? the bower, her fav*rite haunt? 

Edric. I've searched them all. 

Houg. He shall be yet pursu'd. 

Set guards at ev*ry gate. — ^Let none depart 
Or gain admittance here without my knowledge. 

Edric. What can their purpose be? 

^ou^: la it not clear? 

Harcoiui; has rais'd his arm against my life. 
He fail'd; the blow is now reserv*d for Percy; 
Then with his sword, fresh reeking from my heart. 
He'll revel with that wonton o'er my tomb; 
Nor will he bring her aught she'll hold so dear. 
As the curs'd hand with which he slew her husband. 
But he shall die! Fll drown my r^e in blood! 
Yes! here I do devote the forfeit blood 
Of him my soul ichors, a rich libation 
On thy infernal altar, black Revenge! \^Exeunt, 

Scene changes to the garden. 
Enter Elwina. 

Elfo. Each avenue is so beset with guards. 
And lynx-ey'd Jealousy so broad awake. 
He cannot pass unseen. Protect him, heav'n? 

Enter Birth a. 
My Bu-tha, is he safe? Has he escap'd? 

Birtha. I know riot. I despatch'd young Harcourt 
strait. 
To bid him quit tiiie castle, as you ordered. 
Restore the scarf, and never see you more. 
But how the hard injunction was received. 
Or what has happen'd since, Pm yet to learu. 
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Bhh O ix^en shall I be eas'd of lU m^r cares^ 
And in the quiet bosom of the ^ave 
Taj down this weary head?— I'm sick at heart! 
Should Doug^las intercept hia flight! 

BirthtL Be cahnj 

Douglas this very moment left the castle 
'Witli seeming peace. ^ 

Ehv. Ah, then indeed there's daDg«r! 

Birtfaa, whene'er suspicion feigns to sleep, 
Tis but to make its careless piey secure. 

Birtha, Should Percy once again entreat to see thee^' 
*Twere best admit him; from thy lips alone 
He will submit to hear his final doom 
Of everlasting exile. 

Eho, Birtha, no: 

If honour would allow the wife of Douglas 
To meet his rival, yet I durst not do it. 
Percy! too much this rebel heart is thiner 
Too deeply shuukl I feel each pang I gave! 
I cannot hate-^-but I will banish thee. 
Inexorable duty, O forgive. 
If I can do no more! 

Birtha, If he remains. 

As I suspect, within the castle walls, 
'Tweie best I sought him out. 

£^v* Then tell hun, Hirtha, 

But oh! with gentleness, with mercy tell hxm, 
That we must never, never meet again. 
The purport of thy tale must be severe. 
Most strong and absolute the prohibition; 
But let thy tenderness embalm the wound 
My virtue gives. O soften his despsur; 
But say— we meet no more. 

Enter Pbecy. 

Rash man, he's hero! 
[She attempts to^Ot he Mrret her hoiUL 
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Periy, I will be heard; nay, fly not! I will speiik; 
Lost as I am, I will not be denied 
The mournful consolation to complain. 

Eho. Percy, I charge thee, leave me. 

Percy, Tyrant, no: 

I blush at my obedience, blush to think 
I left thee here alone, to braye |^ danger 
I now return to share! 

Eh9, That danger's past: 

Douglas was soon appeas'd: he nothing knows* 
Then leave me, I coi^ure thee, nor ag^ 
Endanger my repose. Yet, e'er thou goest* 
Bestore the scarf. 

Percy. Unkind Elwina, never; 

*Tis All that's left me of my buried joys; 
All which reminds me that I once waa happy; 
My letter told thee I would ne'er restore it. 

Eho. Letter? what letter? 

Percy. That I sent by HarccAirt. 

EVw. Which I have ne'er receiv'd. Douglas perhaps-** 
Who knows! 

Birtha. Harcourt, t' elude his watchfulness. 
Might prudently retire. 

Eho. Grant heav'n, it prove so! 

[Elwina goings PsacT hnlde her. 

Percy. Hear me, Elwma, the most savage honour 
Forbids not that poor grace. 

Eh9. It bids me fly thee 

Percy. Then e'er thou go'st, if we indeed mutt part. 
To sooth the horrors of eternal exile, 
Say but-«-thou pit/st me! 

Ehtfina (weept.) O Percy«»pity thee! 

Imperious honour! — surely I may pity him. 
Yet, wherefore pity? no, I envy thee: 
For thou hast still the Ul?erty to weep; 
In thee 'twill be no crime; thy tears are guiltless, . 
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I^r they infringpe no duty, stain no honour. 

And blot no vow: but mine are criminal, 

Are drops of shame, which wash the <^ieek of Guilty 

And every tear I shed dishonours Douglas. 

Percy, I swear my jealous love e'en grudges thine 
Thy sad pre-eminence in wretchedness. 

Elvina. Rouse, rouse, my slumb*ring virtue! Percy^^ 
hear me. 
Heaven, when it gives such high-wrought souls as thine^ 
Sdll gives as great occasion to ex^t them. 
If thou wast form'd so noble, brave, and gen'rous;, 
Twas to surmount the passions wluch enslave 
The gross of human kind. — 'Tis their low boast 
To- yield to trials thou art call'd to conquer. 
Criterion of great souls!— Then think, O think. 
She, whom thou once did'st love, is now another^s. 

Percy Go on— endteU me that that other's Douglas. 

Ehoina. Whatever his name, he claims respect from 
me: 
His honour's in my keeping, and I hold 
The trust so pure, its sanctity is hurt 
E'en by thy presence. 

Percy. Thou again hast conquer'd. 

Celestial Virtue, like the ang^-spirit, 
"Whose flaming sword defended Paradise, 
Stands guard on ev'ry charm.— Elwina, yes. 
To triumph over Douglas, we'll be virtuous* 

Ehoina, 'Tis not enough to be, — ^we must appear ^%l 
High minds disdain the shadow of offence. 
Nor must their whiteness wear the hue of g^lt. 

Percy. I shall retract— I dare not gaze upon thee^ 
My feeble virtue stingers, and again 
The fiends of jealousy torment and haunt me. 
They tear my heart-strings.— -Oh! 

Ehoina, . Percy! No morcj 

But spare my injur'd honour the aflGpont 
To Tindicate itself. 
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Percy. ^ But lore! 

Btwma. Bat glory! 

Percy. Enough! a ray of thy subUmer spirit 
Has warm*d my dyhig honour to a flatne! 
Oiie effort, and 'tis done. The world shall say. 
When they shall speak of my disastrous lore* 
Percy deserv*d Elwina thou^ he lost her. 
Fimd tears blmd me not yet! a little longer. 
Let my sad eyes a little longer gaze. 
And leave their last beams here. 

Ehoina (turtu from Mm ) I do not weep. 

Percy. Not weep! Then why those eyes avoidini^ 
mine? 
And why that broken Toice? those trembling accents! 
That sigh which rends my soul? 

Ehanna. No more, no more. 

Percy. That pang decides it. Come — ^111 die at once; 
Thou Pow^T Supreme! take all the lengfth of days. 
And all the blessings kept in store for me. 
And add to her account. — ^Tet turn once more. 
One little lo(^, one last, short glimpse of day, 
And then a long dark nights— Hold, hold, my heart, 

break not yet, while I behold her sweetness; 
For after this dear, mournful, tender moment, 

1 shall hare nothing more to do with life. 

Ehnna. I pray thee go> 

Percy. Tis terrible to nature! 

"^^th pangs Vkc these the soul and body part! 
And thus, but oh! with far less agony. 
The dying wretch still grasps to hold his being. 
Thus clingy to life, thus dreads tiie dark unknown. 
Thus struggles to the last to keep his hold; 
And when the last convulsive groan of death 
Dislodges the sad spirit— 4lius it 8ta3rs, 
Thus fendly hovers o'er the form it lov*d. 
Once^ and no more^^faxewell, fureweU! 
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Mhrina. For cv«r! 

'{They look at each 9tket* fir emne time, then esU PluiCY') 

^fterapauie, 
Tis past'^the conflict's past! retire, niy Birthm 
I would address me to the throne of grace. 

Birtha. May heft¥ai restore that peace thy bosom 
wants! [Exk Bi&tha. 

Ebtoina (kiteeh.) Look down» thou awAil* heari^ 
specting Judge, 
Ldook down, with mercy, on thine erring creature 
And teach my soul the lowliness it needs! 
Thftt genuine penitence vouchsafe to g^ve, 
That inward purity of heart and life. 
Which mourns the past ofience» and dnins the fntiutt! 
And if some sad remains of human wedmess 
Should sometimes mingle with my best resolves, 
O breathe thy spirit on this wayward heart. 
And teach me to reject th^ intiuding sioj 
In its first birth of tfaou^t! 
t (^oiee without.} 

What noise is that) 
The clash of swords^ Should Dou^as be retun'd? 
J^iUer DeiTGiAS oiuf Pbrcy JighUng* 

JDovg. Yidd, villain, yirid. 

JPercy. Not till this good ri|^ arm 

Shall fail its master. 

Doug, This to thy heart then. 

Percy. 0efend thy own. 

{They fight, Pbkct dieartno Dovolas.) 

Doug. Confusion, death, and hett! 

Edric (without,) This way I heard tlte noise. 
(Enter Edric and matuf krdghte and guarda fiom evevy 
part of the atage,) 

Percy, Curs'd 1;reachery! 

Hot dearly wiU I sell my Hfe. 



>d by Google 



78 FKRCY. 

Doug. Seiz6 on hixn. 

Percy. Vm taken in the toils. 
(PxRCY is surrounded bi/ guar da , who take kit rvordL) 

jDoug. In the curs'd snare 

Thou laid'st for me, traitor, thyself art caught. 

Ehoiria, He nerer sought thy life. 

B6ug. Adttltress, peace! 

The villain If arcourt too— but he's at rest. 

Percy. Douglas, Fm in thy pow'r; but do not triumph^ 
Verc/i bctra/d, not conquer*d. Come despatch mc. 

Ehema {to Douglas J) O do not, do not kill him! 

Percy. Madam, forbears 

For by the gldrious shades of my great fathers. 
Their god-Uke spirit is not so extinct. 
That I should owe my life to that vile Scot. 
Though dangers close me round on every side. 
And death besets me — I am Percy still. 

Doug. Sorceitess, Fll disappoint thee— he shall d^ 
Thy minion shall expire before thy face; 
Yes, I will feast my hatred with your pan^; ^ 

And make his dying groans and thy fond tears 
A banquet for my vengeance. 

Ehnna. Savage tyrant! 

I would have fallen a silent sacrifice. 
So thou had'st spai*'d my fame: 1 never wrong'd thee. 

Percy. She knew not of my coming; I alone 
Have been to blame— spite of her interdiction, 
I hither came. She's pure as. spotless saints. 

Elmna. I will not be excus'd by Percy's crime. 
So white my innocence, it does not ask 
The shade of others' faults to set it off? 
Nor shall he need to sully his fair fame, 
To throw a brigher lustre round my virtue. 

Doug^ Yet he can only die— but death for honour? 
Ye pow'rs of hell, who take malignant joy 
Inhuman bloodshed, give me some dire means. 
Wild as my hate and desperate as my wrongs! 
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iVfty. Enough of words.— Thou know^stlhate thee 
Douglas; 
Tis steadfiuty fis'dy hereditary bate« 
As thine for me; our fathers did bequeath it. 
As part of our unalienable birthright, 
'Which nought but death can end.*-Come, end it here. 

Ehoina (Jeneek.) Hold, Dou^as, hold!— not for my- 
self I kneel, 
I do not plead for Percy, but for thee; 
Arm not tliy hand against thy future peace; 
Spare thy iM'ave breast the tortures of remorses- 
Stain not a life of unpolluted honour. 
For oh! Ss surely as thou strik'st at Percy, 
Thou wilt forever stab the &me of Douglas. 

Percy, Finish the bloody work. 

Jhni^^. Then take thy wish. 

Percys Why dost thou starts 

(Percy buret hia bo»om; Dovgi.as advance* to atabhim^ 
and (Uacovera the acarf.) 

Iknig. Her scarf upon his breast! 

The blasting sight converts me into stone; 
"Withers my powers like cowardice or age; 
(hurdles the blood within my shiv'ring veins. 
And palsies my bold arm. 

Perctf (iromcalbf to tftekrUghta.) Hear you, his friends^ 
Bear witness to the glorious, great exploit, 
Becord it in the annals of his race; 
That Douglas — ^the renown'd, the valiant Douglas, 
Fenc'd round with guards, and safe in his own castle, 
Surpris'd a knight unarm'd, and bravely slew him. 

Daug. {throrwmg atoay hia dagger.) 'Tis true-^I am 
the very stain of knighthood. 
How is my glory dim'd! 

Ehtfina, It blazes brighter! 

Douglas was only brave— he now is generous! 



>d by Google 



M wmmmn. 

Petty. '9m^MmhMttm^ai^iof0»io^jna^. 
And makes tl^e worthy to contend witb Vetif* 
Doug, Tfay joy will be «s short «8 'tis insidthif! 

(TV ElWIHAm) 

And thou, ii^erious boy» restrain thy boastings 
Thon hast tav'd my honoiuvael rcsMv'd my h«te( 
1^ my sOttl loftths thee f or the oMigatioB* 
Give him his iword. 

Percy. . Kow tbouVt a fioble Ibi^ 

And in the field of honour I will meet thee* 
As knight efteoont'ring Icaight. 

Elvina. ^tiy, Percy* itsy. 

Strike at the wretched cause of all, st^e heret 
Here sheathe thy thirsty sword, but spare my husbands 

Ihug. Turn, madam, and address those towi to mc^ 
To q»are the precious life of him you love. 
Bv'ft now you triumph in the death of Douglas; 
How jrtnir loose fancy kindles at the thought. 
And wildly rioting in lawless hqie. 
Indulges in th* adultery of the mind. 
But ril defeat that wish.— Guards, bear her ift 
Nay, do not strt^gle. ( She ie borne in.) 

Percy. Let otir deaths suAce, 

And rev'rence virtue in that form enshriii'd. 

2l«if^. Provoke my rage no father. I hate kindled 
The burning toreh of never-dying vengeance 
At love's expiring lamp.*-Httt mark me, friend*. 
If Percy's hi^ier genius should prevail, 
And I ^ould fall, give him safe conduct hence; 
Be all observance paid him.— ^Let him meet 
Th' exactost courtesy i^ch knightliood owes. 

(Jaide to finnic.) 
Within I've something for thy private ear. 

Percy. Now shall this nmtUal fury be ai^cas^d! 
These eager hands shall soon be drench'd in slaughter! - 
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Tes^like two famish'd vultures suuffini^ blood. 
And panting to destroy, we'll rash to combat; 
Yet Vve the deepest, deadliest cause of hate, 
I am but Percy, thou*rt — ^Elwina's husband. 



ACT V. 

Scene — ^Elwina's apartment. 
Ehffina, Thou who in judgment still rememjier'st 
mercy, 
lioc^ down upon my woes, preserve my husband. 
Preserve my husband! Ah, I dare not ask it; 
My very pray'rs may pull down ruin on me! 
If Douglas should survive, what then becomes 
0£-4um — I dare not name? And if he conquers 
Tve slain my husband. Agonizing state. 
When I can neither hope, nor think, nor pray. 
But guilt involves me! Sure to know the worst 
Were transport to the torture of suspence. 
When each event is big with equal horror. 
(L^oka out.) What, no one yet! This solitude is dread- 
ful! 
My horrors multiply! 

Enter BiaTHA. 

Thou messenger of wo! 
^ir. Of wo indeed! 

EIto. How! is my husband dead? 

Otk speak. 

Bir, Your husband lives. 

Elv. Then farewell Percy! 

He was the tenderest, truest! Bless him heav'n. 
With peace eternal, and a crown of glory! 

Eir, Still are you wrong; the combat is not over. 
Stay flowing tears, and give me leave to speak. 
h2 



>d by Google 



99 PBRCT. 

Eh», Tbou afty^st that Peit$y aiidBiy hutbaad lircu 
Then why this sorrow? 

Bir, What a ta^ is mine? 

Ehf. Thou t«lk'«t as if I were a child in grifif. 
New to the knowledge of calamity. 
Speak out; unfold thy tale» whate'er it be; 
For I am so familiar with affliction. 
It cannot oome in any sli!^ will shock me. 

Bir. How shall I speak? Thy husband— 

Ehf. What of Douglas? 

Bir. When all was ready for the fatal combat. 
He call'd his chosen knig^hts, then drew his sword^ 
And on it made them swear an awfUl oath, 
C<mfirm'd by every rite religion bids, 
That they would see perform'd his last request. 
Be it whate'er it would. — Alas! they swore. 

Elw. What did the dreadful preparation meant 

Bir, Then to their hands he gave a poison'd cup. 
Compounded of the deadliest herbs and drugs; 
"Take this," said he, "it is a husband's legacy; 
Percy may conquer — and — I have a wife! 
If Douglas falls, Bl^^^na must not live.*' 

JBto. Spuit of Herod! why, 'twas greatly thought! 
'Twas worthy of the bosom which conceiv'd it? 
Yet sure the project could not be his own; 
For there was kindness^ — ^there was mercy in it. 
Yes, Douglass! yes, my husbandl Pll obey thee; 
And bless thy bloody genius which devis'd 
The deadly means to make obedience pleasant. 
To reconcile thy vengeance with my peace. 

Bir, O spare, for pity spare my bleedmg heart; 
Inhuman to tiie last. Unnatural! poison! 

Elw. My gentle fHend, what is there in a namef 
The means are little, where the end is kind. 
If it disturb thee, do not call it poison; 
C41 it the sweet oblivion of my cares^ 
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My balm of wo^ my cordial of affiicUim. 
The drop of mercy to thy fainting soul. 
My kind dismission from a world of sorrow. 
My cup of hliss, my passport to the skies. 

Mr. Hark! what akrm is that? 

£lvf. The combat's over! (B i a t hjl gves out. ) 
(Et.wina stands in ajtxed attitude, her hands clasped. ) 
Now, gracious heav'n, sustain me in the trial. 
And bow my spirit to thy just decrees! 
Be-enter Birtha. 
(EbWiNA Ui9ks steatffasthf at her mthout speaking*) 

JBir. Doughisa is fall'n. 

Elw. Bring me the poison. 

Mr, Never. 

Eho. Where are the knights? I summon you^-ap- 
proach? 
Draw near ye awful ministers of ^te. 
Dire instruments of posthumous revenge! 
Come — ^I am ready; but your tardy justice 
Defrauds the vengeance of the iiyur'd dead. 

Go, see the castle be securely guarded 

liCt ev'ry gate be barr'd— prevent his entrance. 

£ir.. Whose entrance? 

Ebp. His — the murderer of my husband. 

Mr. He's single, we have hosts of friends. 

Elvf. No matter^ 

Who knows what love and madness may attempt? 
But here I swear by all that binds the good, 
Never to see him more. — Unhappy Douglas! 
O if thy troubled spirit still is conscious 
Of our past woes, look down and heai* me swear. 
That when the legacy thy rage bequeathed me 
Works at my heart, and conquers struggling nature. 
E'en in that agony Til still be faithful. 
She who coidd never love, shall yet obey thee. 
Weep thy hard &te, and die to prove her truth. 
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3ir. O unexampled yirtue! (a noite viikwt,') 
Ehw. Heard you nothii^ 

By all my fean th' insulting conqueror cornea. 

save me, diield me! 

Enter Douglas. 

Heav'n and earth, my husband! 

Ihug, Yes— - 
To blast thee with the sight of him thou haf st. 
Of him thou hast vrong'd: aduhress, *ti9 thy husband. 

Ehw. (kneels.) Blest be the fountun of eternal mercy. 
This load of guilt is spar'd me! Douglas lives! 
Perhaps both live! (To Birth a.) Could I be sure of 

that. 
The poison were superfluous, joy would kill me. 

Doug'. Be honest now for once, and curse thy stars; 
Curse thy detested &te which brings thy husband: 
Thy hated husband, when thy guilty soul 
Revell'd in fond imaginary joys 
With thy more happy paramour— just then. 
When thy luxurious fancy had combined 
Adulterous lust with murder — then, just then. 
Thus to reverse the scene! polluted woman! 
Mine is the transport now, and thine the pang. 

Ebv, Whence sprung the false report that thcna 
had'st fiOl'n? 

Doug. To give thy guilty breast a deeper wound. 
To add a deadlier sting to disappointment, 

1 rais'd it— I contriv'd— I sent it thee. 

Elw. Thou seest me bold, but bold in conscious riiv 
tue. 
— That my sad soul may not be stain'd with blood. 
That I may spend my few short hours in peace. 
And die in holy hope of heav'n*s forgiveness. 
Relieve the t^rors of my laboring breast. 
Say I am clear of murder-»say he lives. 
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Sjiiy but fti» iHHtfKNM, \Mt Tettf Wfem 
And- Alps and Oceans shall divide as erer^ 
A% far as uni^efsal tsp$c6 dan part as. 

Doug, Cartst thoa reDount^ hint? 

El-w, Tell nie that lie Hte», 

And thou shalt be th^ mlet of Aiy fite, 
And life or death shall on thy biddift^ wadt* 
TeSy thou shaR hide f»e in a ^rtvent's ^ooisty 
From cheerfiti dj^light, and the haiims 0f lam^ 
Where sad austetity and (ieasel^gi p«gr»r 
Shall share my uncomplaining day between them. 

D&ug. O hypocrite! now vetigiiWc^ to thy offittf. 
I had forgot— Percy commends him to thee^ 
And by my hattd-— **- 

Ehp. HOW— by fhy hand? 

XP^ug, Has sent tbee 

I'hifr precioiis jM^dge of lore. 

(JSfegiv68 het P^rCV's iedi*f.) 

Elvf, Tliert l»efcy*ff<le*d! 

J}oug. He i3--0 grfeat rcfvertgc, thou flow ut nlinft! 
See how conmlsite sorrow rends her frarfte! 
This, this is transport!— Injar'd hoftOuf, rtOtf, 
Beceives its ratst, its ample r«trib(itiOfJ. 
Kie sheds no tears, her grief's too highly wrought; 
Tis speechless agony.— -She must not faint-^ 
She shalf not ''scape her poHion of the ptfifi. 
No! she shall ieel the fullness of di^fess, 
And wake to keen pei^eption of her Wo. 

Bvr. Monster! Bstrbarian! leat^e hef to htff Mmmt, 

El-w, (m a low br6ken voice.) Douglas^thifilr im I 
faint because thoU See'it 
The pale and bk)odles» cheek of Wan despaii*. 
Fail me not yet,, my spirits; thou cold heart. 
Cherish thy freesfing current one short moment^. 
And bear thy mighty load a little longer. 
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Dovis^. Vereyy I must avow it, bravdiy finq^t,-*- 
Died IS a hero should;— but, as he fell. 
Hear it, fond wanton! call'd upon thy name^ 
And his last gi^ty breath si^'d out— Elwina! 
Co me ■ pve a loose to rage, and feed my soul 
With wild complaints and womanish upbraidings* 

Eiw. (tu a km aolemn voice.) No: 
The sorrow's weak that wastes itself in words. 
Mine is substantial anguish— deep, not loud. 
I do not rave.— Resentment's the return 
Of common souls for common injuries. 
Uglit grief is proud of state, and courts compassion; 
But there's a dignity in cureless sorrow; 
A sullen grandeur which disdains comph^t. 
Rage is for little wrongs— Despair is dumb. 

^Exeunt ZLvriiTA andBTRTna, 

D^ug. Why tlus is well! — her sense of wo is strong! 
The sharp, keen tooth of gnawing g^ief devours her,~- 
Peeds on her heart, and pays me back my pangs. . 
Since I must perish, 'twill be glorious ruin: 
I fall not singly, but, like some proud tower, 
m crush surrounding objects in the wreck. 
And make the devastation wide and dreadAiL 
Enter Raby. 

Raby. O whither shall a wretched father turn? 
Where fly for comfort? — ^^Douglas, art thou hercf 
I do not ask for comfort at thy hands, 
rd but one little casket, where I lodg'd 
My precious hoard of wealth, and, 13ce an idiots 
I gave my treasure to another's keeping. 
Who did tiot knowthe value of the gem; 
But threw it, like a common ^ing, away. 
And left the plimder'd owner quite a beggar. 

J)9ug. What! art thou come to see thy race disho« 
nour'd. 
And thy bright sun of glory set in blood? 
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I would hare spar'd thy'virtues and thy age 
Tlie knowledge of her infamy. 

naby. »Tis false. 

Had she been base, this sword had drank her blood. * 

Doug. Ha! dost thou vindicate the wanton? 

Habjf. WantonI 

Thou hast defamed a noble lady's honoiuv— 
My spotless child— —in me behold her champion: 
The strength of Hercules will nerve this arm. 
When lifted in defence of innocence. 
The daughter's virtue for the father"*s shield, 
Witt make old Raby still invincible. 

{Offers to draw.) 

Doug. Forbear. 

Raby. Thou dost disdain my feeble arm; 

And scorn my age. 

Dmig. There will be blood enough; 

Nor need thy wither*d veins, old lord, be drain*d. 
To swell the copious stream. 

Maby. Thou wilt not kill her? 

Doug. Oh, 'tis a day of horror! 

Enter Edric an</ Birth a. 

JSdric. Where is Douglas? 

I come to save him from the deadliest crime 
Beveng^ did ever mediate. 

Doug. What mean'st thou? 

JEdric. This instant fly, and save thy guiltless wife. 

Doug. Save that perfidious!— 

Edric. That much injured woman. 

£ir. Unfortunate indeed, but O most innocent! 

Edric. In the last solemn article of death. 
That truth-con^)elling state* when e'en bad men 
Fear to speak fiilsely, Percy clear'd her fkme. 

Doug. I heard him. — ^'Twas the guilty fraud of love. 
The scarf, the scarf! that proof of mutual paMioii 
Gjv'n but this day, to rati^ their crimes! 
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Bir, Wh%t mfvun my lord) thin <ky? <httt UM mmf 
Was g^v*n long since, a tpy of youthiHil fH^ndriup^ 
Long* e'er your marriage, e'er you knew Ehnsft. 

Baiuf, 'TwIamguUty. 

Dowy, Ha? 

Makjf, T,— I alone. 

Confusion, honour, pride, parental ^ncinesi 
Distract Qiy ^oul.-r-Percy was not to blame: 
He was — ^the deatin' d husbimd of Elwina! 
He lov'd her — was l>elov'd,— and I approv'd. 
The tale is long.— ^l chang*d my purpose since. 
Forbad their marriage. 

Pwi^' And confirmM my mis'iy! 

Twice did they meet to-day— my wif^ and Pfcroy. 

M(^hf' I ^w it. 

Dou£^, Ha! thou kneVst of my dishonor 

Thou WA$t A wittiess, 9fi approving witness. 
At least A Xsme one! 

Baby, Percy came, 'tis true, 

A oonsti^it, tender, but a guiltless lover! 

Douff. I shall grow mad indeed^ a gulltHss lover! 
Percy, the g^iltle^s lover of my wife! 

Mfiby, He knew DOt she was married. 

Doug'. How! is't possible 

Baby. Douglas, 'tis true; both, both were ignorant: 
He, of her mvi*uiges ahe, of his return. 

JHr. But now, when we bcliev'd thee dead, she' 
vow'd 
Nevef to ^oe thy rival. Instantly, 
Kot in a start of momentary passion. 
But with » mautyr's dignity and cs^lmnest. 
She bade me bripg the poison. 

Bouff. Had'st thou done It^ 

QeH>aJl^ had been my poytioni Fly, good 3irtha, 
JPhid imX tto BV^vMg samV*r^e8^ibe vay grief. 
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And pUBfr WKj^ 4iuit ^ztf&Tagance of fond&eas. 
Tell her I love m nercr mortal lov'd— *^ 
Tell her I knovr her Ttftues, and adore tbem^ 
Tell her I come but dare not sedi her pceaencey 
Till she pronounce my pasden. 

Bir. I obey. \^Exit BUTHl* 

JMy. My child is innocent! ye choirs of saints. 
Catch the blest sounds— my child ia innocent! 

Dmt^, 0, 1 wiU lEsedy and sue for her fbrg^renctt. 
And thou shalt help me plead the cause of loves 
Aad thou shalt weep*— ^ cannot sure refuse 
A kneeling husband and a weeping &ther. 
Thf Teaerable cheek is wet already. 

Babif. Douglas! it is the dew of grateful joy! 
My child is innocent! I now would die, 
Ijgaft fortyse should grow weary of her kindness. 
And grudge me this short transport. 

Aagf, Wh»«, where is she? 

Mf fimd iaipatieoce brooks not her delay; 
Quick let me find her, hush her anxious soul. 
And seoth her troubled ^rit into peace. 
IWer BiBTBA. 

JSir. O horror, horror, horror! 

J)oug. Ah! what mean^ thou? 

Bir, Elwina— — 

Ihit^. Speak— 

JBir: Her grief wrought up to frenzy. 

She has, in her delirium, drank the poison. 

Sabif, Frenzy and poison! 

Douff, Both a husband's gift! 

But thus I do h^ justice. 
»i» Douglas ^oe* to stab hinuelf, enter Eiwina dit' 

tractedt her hair Sahevelled, Psrcy's tcarf in her 

hand, 

Elvma (ffoes up to JDou^lat,) W!iat« blood agsun 
We cannot 1^ him twice: 

c 
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Soft, soft— no violence— he's dead already;-— >* 
I did it — Ye»— I drown'd him with my tears; 
But hide the cruel deed! VU scratch him out 
A shallow grave, and lay the green sod on it; 
Ay— and Fll bind the wild briar o'er the turf. 
And plant a willow there, a weeping willow—— 

(She rits on the ^ound.y 
But look you tell not Douglas; he'll disturb him. 

He'll pluck the willow up— and plant a thorn 

He will not let me sit upon his g^ve, . 

And sing all day, and weep, and pray all mght. 

JRabt/, Dost thou not know me? 

Ehoina. Yes ^I do remember 

You had a harmless lamb. 

Raby, I had indeed! 

JSlvdna. From all the flock you chose her out a mate. 
In sooth a fsdr one — ^you did bid her love it — 
But while the shepherd slept, the wolf devoured it. 

JRaby, My heart will break. This is too much, too 

much. 
EVwina (smiling.) O 'twas a cordial draught— I 
drank it all: 

Saby. What means my child? 

Dou^. The poison— Oh the.poison! 
Thou dear wrong'd innocence 

Ehoina, Off—murderer, off! 

Do not defile me with those crimson hands. 
{Shorwa the scarf.) This is his winding sheet-— PU wrap 

him in it— 
I wrought it for my love— there— now I've drest him. 
How brave he looks! my father will forgive him. 
He dearly lov'd him once— but that is over! 
See where he comes-^bcware, my gallant Percy! 
Ah! come not here, this is the cave of death. 
And there's the darki dark palace of Revenge! 
See, the pale king sits on his blood-stain'dthrone!. 
He points to me-*4 come, I qojd^, I com^ 
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i^She' famt9f they run to her,- Douglas taket up hU 
9wordy and ttabs himtelf,) 

Doug. Thus, thus I follow thee. 

JSdric. Hold thy rash hand. 

Doug. It is too late. No remedy but this 
Gould medicine a disease so desperate. 

J?(%. Ah! she revives! 

Doug, (raking Hmaelf.) She lives! bear, bear me to 
her! 
We shall be happy yet 

(He Btruggles to get to her, hut nnka dorwn.) 
It will not be — 
O for a last embrace— —Alas I faint- 
She lives — Now death is terrible indeed- 
Fair Spirit, how I lov'd thee — O— Elwina! {Die*, J 

Ehdna. Where have I been? The damps of death are 
on me. 

Raiy. Look up, my child! O do not leave me thus: 
Pity the anguish of thy aged father. 
Hast thou forgotten me? 

Ehvina. You are my father; 

O you are kindly come to close my eyes, 
And take the kiss of death from my cold lips. 

Raby. Do we meet thus? 

Ehtnna. We soon shall meet in peace. 

Tve but a faint remembrance of the past— - 
But something tells me«-0 these painful struggles! 
Raise me a little— there«~ 

(She see9 the body of Douglat,) 
What sight is that? 
A sword, and bloody? Ah! and Douglas murder'd! 

Edric. Convinced too late of your unequall'd virtueii. 
And wrung with deep compunction for your wrongs. 
By his own hand the wretched Douglas fell. 

Ehvina. This adds another, sharper pang to death. 
O, thou Btemal! take him to thy mercy! 
Nor let this sin be on his head or mine! 
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Rmb^ Ikave andoae you all— the crut is BunB!- 
O thou poor injin'd sakit, forf^ve thy firther! 
He kneels to his wroii|^*d chUd. 

Ehmw, Now you are and. 

Come near, my ^rther, nearer—I unrald tee you. 
But mista and darknew cloud my fiufing «i|^ 

death! suspend thy rig^hts for <^ short moBieat^ 
Till i hxfc to'ena Other's last eii^nca*^ 

A father's blessing.— Once— and now His over. 
Beceive me to thy mercy— graciout heaven. (She ifo.) 
Maiif. She's gone! forever gone! Ckild, dead and cold. 
Am I a father? Fatha» love their children— 

1 murder mine! With impious pride I snatchM 
The bolt of vengeance from the hand of heav'fl. 
My soul submissive bows. A righteous God 
Has made my crime become my dmstisemeAts 
And puU'd those miseries on my guilty head 

I would haive drawn on others.— O 'tis just! 
'Tie rij^teous retributioii!— 4 submit! 
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WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

SPOKEK BY MB. LEE LEWES. 

I MUST, will Speak— I hope my dress and air 

Announce the man of fashion, not the player; 

Though gentlemen are now forbid tl^e scenes. 

Yet have I rui^h'd through heroes, kingfs, and queens; 

Resolv'd, in pity to this polish'd age. 

To drive these ballad-heroes from the stage. 

** To drive the deer with hound and horn. 
Earl Percy took his way; 

The child may rue, that is unborn. 
The hunting of that day." 

A pretty basis, truly, for a modem play! 
What! shall a scribbling, senseless woman dare 
To your refinements offer such coarse fare? 
Is Douglas, or is Percy, fir'd with passion. 
Ready for love or glory, death to dash on. 
Fit company for modem still-life men of fashion? 
Such madness will our hearts but slightly graze, 
We*ve no such frantic nobles now a-days. 
Heart-strings, like fiddle-strings, vibrate no tone. 
Unless they're tun*d in perfect unison; 
And youths of yore, with ours can ne'er agfree— 
They're in too sharp, ours in too flat a key. 
Could we believe old stories, those strange fellows 
Married for loye—could of their wives be jealous — 
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Nay, constant to 'em too— and, what is worse. 

The vulgar souls thought fiuthless wives a curse. 

Most wedded pairs had then one purse, one mind. 

One bed too — so preposterously kind — 

From such barbarity (thank heav'n) we're much refia'd^ 

Old songs tlieir happiness at home record. 

From home they separate carriages abhorr'd— 

One horse serv'd both— my lady rode behind my lord. 

'Twas death alone could snap thear bonds asunder— 

Now tack'd so slightly, not to snap's the wonder. 

Nay, death itself could not their hearts dinde. 

They mix'd their love with monumental pride. 

For, cut in stone, tk^ ^ill Be side by side. 

But why those Gothic ancestors produce? 

Why scour their rusty armours? Whatfs the use? 

'Twould not your nicer optics much regale. 

To see us beaux bend under coats of mail; 

Should we our limbs with iron doublets bruise; 

Good heav'n! how much court-plaister we should use; 

We wear no armour now-4>ut on our shoes. 

Let not with barbarism true taste be blended. 

Old vulgar virtues cannot be defended, 

Let the dead rest— we living can't be meiidedk 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

Earl Guildford. 

Rivers, his son. 

Orlando, a young- Italian Count 

Bertrastd. 

Emmblina. 

Julia. 

Scene-^JEarl Guuford*8 castle. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR OP THE TRAGEDY. 

SPOKEV BY MR. HULL. 

Ovn modern poets now can scarcely choose 
A subject worthy of the Tragic Muse; 
For bards so well have glean'd th' historic field. 
That scarce one sheaf th' exhausted ancients yield; 
Or if, perchance, they from the golden crop. 
Some grains, with hand penurious, rarefy drop; ' 
Our author these consigns to manly toil. 
For classic themes demand a classic soil. 
A vagrant she, the desert waste who chose. 
Where Truth and History no restraints impose. 
To her the wilds of Fiction open lie, 
A flow'ry prospect, and a boundless sky; 
Yet hard the task to keep the onward way. 
Where the wide scenery lures the foot to stray; 
Where no severer limits check the Muse, 
Than lawless Fancy is disposed to choose. 
Nor does she emtilate the loftier strains 
Which high, heroic Tragedy maintains: 
Nor conquests she, nor wars, nor triumphs sings. 
Nor with rash hand o'ertums the thrones of kings. 
No ruin'd empires greet to-night your eyes. 
No nations at our bidding fall or rise; 
To statesmen deep, to politicians grave. 
These themes congenial to their tastes we leave. 
Of crowns and camps, a kingdom's weal or wo. 
How few can judge, because how few can know! 
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But here you all may tx)Mt the cenioKt ar^ 
Here all are critics who possess a heart 
And of the passions we display to-night. 
Each hearer judges like the Stagyrite. 
The scenes of private life our author shows, 
A simple story of domestic woes; 
Hor «iiiiDp«rtant is tjie glass we hM, 
To show th' effect of passions oncontrdl'd; 
For if to goyem reii/ai# belongs to few. 
Yet all who live have patsioM to suhdue. 
Self-conquest is the lesson books should preach,. 
Self-conquest is the theme the Stage ahould teaeh. 
Vouchsafe to learn this- obvious duty here. 
The verse though feeble, yet the moral'a clear. 
O mark to-night the unexampled woes 
Which from unbounded self-indulgence flows. 
Tour candour once endur'd our author's lays,, 
Endure them nov-^it will beanqpk praise 
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TflE FATAL FALSEHOOD. 

ACT 1. 

Scene — An Apartment in Guildford Ctiatle, 

Enter Bertkand. 

JBer. What fools are serious melancholy lallaiQs! 
I play a surer game, and screen my heart 
With easy loc^ and undesignmg smiles; 
And while my plots still spring from sober thought. 
My deeds appear th' effect of wild caprice. 
And I the thot^htless ^ave of giddy chance. 
What but this frankness could have won the promise,. 
Of young Orlando, to confide to me. 
That secret grief which preys upon his heart^ 
'Tis shallow, indiscreet hypocrisy 
To seem too good: 1 am tiie carelesB Bertrand, 
The honest, undesigning, plain, blunt man. 
The follies I avow eloak those I hide. 
For who will search where nothing seems concealed? 
I'is rogues of solid, prudent, grave demeanor 
Excite suspicion; men on whose dark brow 
Discretion, with his iron hand has grav'd 
The deep-mark'd characters of thoughtfulness. 
Here comes my uncle, venerable Guildford, 
Whom I could honour, were he not the sire 
Of that aspiring boy, who fills the gap 
'Twixt me and fortune;— Rivers, how I hate thee! 
Enter Guildfobd. 
How fares my noble uncle? 
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GidL Honest Bertnnd! 

I roust complain we hare so seldom met: 
Where do you keep? believe me we hkvc miss'd you. 

JSer. O, my good lord! your pardon — spare me, sir. 
For there are follies in a youi^ man's life. 
And idle thoughtless hours which I should blush 
To lay before your wise and temperate age. 

Gvil. Well, be it so — ^youth has a privilege. 
And I should be ashamM could I forget 
I have myself been young, and harshly chide 
This not ungraceful gayety. Yes, BeHrand, 
Prudence becomes moroseness, when it makes 
A rigid inquisition of the fault. 
Not of the man, perhaps, but of his youth. 
Foibles that shame the head on which old Time 
Has showered his snow, are then more pardonable. 
And age has many a weakness of its own. 

£er. Your gentkness, my lord, and mild reproof,^ 
Correct the wand'rings of misguided youth 
More than rebuke, and shame me into virtue. 

GuiL Saw you my beairteous ward, the lady Julia? 

Ber. She past this way, and with her your ft^ 
daughter. 
Your Emmelina. 

Guil. Call them both my daughters; 

For scarce is Emmelina more belov'd 
Than Julia, the dear child of my adoption. 
The hour approaches too (and bless it, heaven. 
With thy benignest, kindliest influence!) 
When Julia shall indeed become my daughter. 
Shall, in obedience to her father's will. 
Crown the impatient vOws of my brave son. 
And richly pay him for his dangers past. 

Ber. Oft have I wonder*d how the gallant Riret^ 
Youthful and ardent, doatingto excess. 
Could daxe the dangers of uncertain war. 
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IBxe marriage had confinn'd his claim to Julia. 

GfdL Twas the conditkm c^ber father's will. 
My brave old fellow-soldier, and my fricndi 
He wish'd to see our ancient houses join'd 
By this, our chfldren's union} but the veteran 
So highly valued military prowess, 
Tliat he bequeathed his fortunes and his daughter 
To my yoimg Rivers, on these terms alone. 
That he should early gam renown in arms; 
And if be from the field retum'd a conqueror. 
That sua which saw him come victorious home 
Should witness their espousals. Yet he c<»nes not! 
The event of war is to the tnrave uncertain. 
Nor «an desert in arms ensure success. 

JBer, Yet fame speaks loudly of his early valour. 

GniL 'Eie ttnce th' Italian count, the young Orlando, 
My Bivers' boscmi friend has been my guest. 
The fflory of my son is all his theme: 
Oh! he recounts his virtues with such joy, 
Dwdls on hia merit with a zeal so warm. 
As to bis gen'rous heart pays back again 
The praises h» bestows. 

£er. Orlando's noble. 

He's of a tender, brave, and gallant nature. 
Of honour most romantic, with such graces 
As charm all womaiddnd. 

ChdL And here comes one. 

To whom the story of Orlando's praise 
Sounds Uke sweeet music. 

Bet. What, your charming daughter!' 

Yes, I suspect she loves th' Italian count: (aside) 
That must not be. Now to observe her closely. 
Eni€r Emmxuva. 

GuiL Come hither, Emmelina: we were speaking 
Of the young count Orlando. What think you 
Of this accompliah'd stranger? 
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Emm. (/w^kMi,) Q£Qrl«aM 

Sir, as my faOier's ^mtt^ h^ bvsUker'fl friead, 
J do esteem 4te ODunt. 

Might justify M^ ^rienMMp, if ^^ iNmtsd 

The claims Uiou meiatiofi'Mr yet I x^eaa to Uaipt Imu 

ZrMi9k Wlu^ bM he <loiie2 Hqw lui he wnoDg'd m^ 
father? 
For you are j$ii«t» imb4 Are not Mi|:nr ligbtly; 
And he is mM, unapt to give offence. 
As you to be o&ntied. 

GyU. Nay 'tk «ot joaifiki 

Bi^ wh|r doe3 yoiung Otiamdo shun lay pteamifte? 
Why lose that cheefM and becoroMig ^irit 
Wliich lAldy^bani'd u« an? BXwum wiik iimiemh 
^umld heiietuxo and find his frioid imhaf^. 
He is not irhut he V9». What «ays w|F chUdI 

£ffi}fi. My lord, when first o^ broliier'a friend ^mv^A^ 
Be still my heart (amde}. 

Ber, Ske dares not use his fiUBe. 

Her brother's fiieijd! <<z»de.) 

^fftm. When first yo«r oehle gunt 

Came from that ray^ge, he kindly undertook 
To ease our tmors for my Rivers' safety. 
When we b^v'd 1:^ d^ead; he seem'd most ha^py. 
And shar'd the gen'ral joy his pKaeBc^ gAVe. 
Of late he is l^s gay; my brother's absence 
(Or I mistake) diiti»te his friend's repoae: 
Nor is it strange; one mind infoms tt^ both; 
Each is the very aoul that warms the other. 
And both are wcctehed, or are bless'd together. 

Ber. Why trembles my fair cousin) 

Emm. Can I think 

That my lov'd brother's life has been in cUu^ger, 
Kor feel a strong emotion? 

Ber,{irQnUoUy.) ^jknerous pity! 
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Bixt vhen that danger baa so long been past. 
You should forget your terrors. 

Emm. I shall never; 

For ^dien I think that danger sprung from friendship. 
That Riyers, to pfesnrve another's life, 
bcurr'd this peril, still my wonder rises. 

Ber, And why another's life' Why not Oriando's? 
Such caution more betrays than honest freedom. 

GuiL He's still the same, the gibing thoughtless 
Bertrsad, 
Serere of speech, but innocent of malioe. 

\Exit GuiLDroan: Exxblib-a g^mg"^ 

Ber* Stay my fair eouml still with adyerse eyes 
Axnibehekl? Had I Orirado's fiBrm, 
I mean, were I like hhn yaur brother^ Mfritmd, 
Then would your looks be tum'd tkuis coldly <m me} 

Bm. But that \ know your k^ity means nothing. 
And that your heart accords not wiUi your tongue, 
Thb would offend me. 

Bert. Ck>me, confess the truth. 

That this gay Florentine, this Tuscan r«ver. 
Has won your easy heart, and g^ven you his: 
I know the whole; I'm of his secret council; 
He has confess'd— 

Em. Ha! what has he confess'd? 

Bert. That you are wond'rous fair: nay, nothing 
farther: 
How disappointment fires her angry cheek! [_^aide* 
Yourself have told the rest, your looks avow it. 
Your eyes are honest, nor conceal the secret, 

Em. Know, sir, that Virtue no concealment needs: 
So far from dieading, she solicits notice. 
And wishes every secret thought she harbours. 
Bare to the eye of men, as 'tis to heaven. 

Bert. Yet mark me well: trust not Orlando's truth: 
The citron groves have heard his amorous vows 
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Breath'd out to many abeftntooMtnaMl •ffllMWijLi., 

Bred in those softer clines, hk^roriiiyiheArt 

Ne*er leam^ 4o tkink ^d^ity a virtue; 

He laughs at tales of Bistiih ^coMlHiqr* 

But see, Orlando -«Qnie»-«-iM( Mefai ^iwi ha». 

With eyes bent domi««rd«» •^aUed^unDi* pale nhnt-<L 

Bisoflder^d lodcs^ and neglisisiit attire, 

And aU the cavelass equipage of love, 

Mchoads this wtay. Whjf does the moimthig bkml 

Thus crimson your fair chedL? UedoesjMtiaeiis; 

1*11 venture to ctiateM^ hiBWWKliiHirtons^ 

And inatantfy wdbmm. IJEmU Bbbtsavv. 

Em. H^snem JbutAeavfriDe. 

He's talkative but hMFMimaa, ««de fcat haneatt 
TuUer of BMBlh ^an muaOiiei^^Set ihcy wwt 
This way they come; idiy am I thus alana W 
What is't to me Ibat hcceiMaiido cornea? 
Oh fi)r a litHe portion of that art 
Ungenerous mc!n aacribe to our whole ses! 
A little artifice were prude&ce now: 
But I have aone; my poor ^mpractia'd heart 
Is so unknowing of dissimuiatioii. 
So little skill!d to aeem the thing it is not. 
That if my lips are mute, my looks htArtsy me. 
Re-enter Be&trakd -with Orlando. 

Bert, Now to alarm her heart, and search out his. 

OrL We crave your pardon, beauteous Emmelina, 
If rudely we intrude upon your thoughts; 
Thoughts pure as infants' dreams or angels' wishes^ 
And gentle as the breast from which they spring. 

Em. Be still, my heart! nor let him see thy weaJaiess. 

We are much bound to thank yoa, cousin Bertrand, 
That since your late return^ the count Qrhmdo 
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Wliy have you shoim'd your friends' society? 
VTas it Mell done? Afy^ber faads aoeckide you; 
I am not mikde £[>r chadiag^ .biutiie bade me; 
He saysy no more yen rise at eaily daw 
"With hkn to cha«e tbe^oar: I {lieaded for you$ 
Told him 'twas wsraf^^ort* 

f^L Wkat was his ansirai 

JEm, He said 'twas sport for heroes* and mMkheraeii 
That huiiliif was the vety a^ool of war. 
Taught our brave fonik to afaane in nobler fiddd^ 
Freserv'd \mt from 4lke mat of doll iMCtion« 
Train'd 'eaalar amf, aad fitted them lor conquest, 

OrL O, my faff advocate! scarce can I grieve 
To lia«» ii«M wa^fing:, iuM}e ny ^SsBoe has ^»ain'4 
So sweet a pleader. 

JBert. {oiide.) fib» I like this w^ 
Full of respect, but cfM, 

Em, My lord, your j^Mfdon; 

My father waits my comng; i attend him. [iSd?t#. 

JBert. ]a truUk, my lord, jfou're a rif^t happy mmi . 
Her parting lo^ fvoclaims ^t you are Uest; 
The crimson blu^es «ii her cbeek display'd 
A jenUe siviie 'twixt modesty and love: 
Discretion strove to dash ibe rinng joy. 
But conquering Love prevail'd and told the U3ic. 
My lord, you answ» not. 

OrL WlMtAaUIsay? 

Oh, coiild'st thou xead my beart! 

JKrrt The hour is come 

"When my impatient friendship claims that trust 
Wbkh I so oft have p«ssf d and you haeve promis'd* 

OrL I cannot tell thee: His a tale of guilts 
How shall I ^»eak> my resolution sidcens; 
AH virtuous men will shun me, thou wilt scorn me, 
And fly the JbuI c o cta g io n of my crime. 
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Bert, t/lj botom is not steefd with tbat hanh prti' 
denoe 
Which would Teproadi thy iiilings: tell me aJO; 
The proudest heiirt kyves to repose its fitalU 
Upon a breast that has itself ft tincture 
Of human wealiaess: I have frailties too. 
Frailties that teach me how to pity thine. 
What! silent still? Thou lov'st my beauteous cousin! 
<HaTe I not guess'd? 

OrL lown that she has charms 

Might warm a frozen Stoic into love. 
Tempt hermits back again to that bad world 
They had renounc'd, and make religious mea 
Forgetful of their holy vows to heaven: 
Yet, Bertrand— come, I'll tall thee aU my weakness.: 
Thou hast a tender sympathising heart-—* 
Thou art not rigid to a friend's defects. 
That heav'nly form I view with eyes as cold 
As marble images of lifeless saints; 
I see, and know the workmanship divine; 
My judgment owns her exquisite perfectionSj 
But my rebellious heart denies her claim. 

Bert, What do I hear! you love her not! 

Orl Oh,Bertrtiid» 

For pity do not hate me; but thou must. 
For am I not at variance with myself? 
Yet shall I wrong her gentle trusting nature. 
And spurn the heart 1 labour'd to obtain? 
She loves me, Bertrand; oh! too sure she loves me; 
Loves me with tendelrest, truest, chastest passion; 
Loves me, oh barb'rous &te! as I love— Julia. 

Bert. Heard I aright? Did you not speak of Julia? 
Julia, the lovely ward of my good uncle? 
Julia! the mistress of your friend, of Rivers? 

Orl, Go on, go on, and urge me with my gailtj 
Display my crime in all its native blacknessi 
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Yen ne BMpaie fegettd of iiifeRul &ls(diood. 
Tell me some ^readM Ule of perjur'd frienday 
Of trust betray'd, of inaoeence daceinr'd: 
Place tbe 4i«e cjbjraniele befi)vie my eyes; 
Inflame tbe bonvr, ii«errav«ite t]«^ gill^ 
That I may see the erUa vrhkh await me, 
lier pi4l 9ad& firfml miidiiefs on my head. 
As with n^ nun miut inTolvie the iate 
Of all I lore on earth. 

JBcH. Just 9m 1 wiiik* (tuifk') 

OrL Thou know'fft I left my native Ita]|y, 
Diiected hither hf the noble Birers, 
To ea«e hi»£iai^8 iews, who thought he £eU 
In that engngement where we both were wounded; 
His was a glorious wopind, gain'd in the cause 
Of gen'roiis friendship; ifx a» hostile spe«r 
Aim'd at my breast, Bi^i^ers in his receiy'd^ 
Sar'd my deroted life* and won my souL 

Bert. So far I knew; but what of Emmelina? 

Orl Whether her gentle beauties first allur'd me. 
Or whether peaceful scenes and rural shades, 
Or leisure, or the want of other objects, 
Or 9(^tude, i^t to engender love, 
Ibtgag^d my soul, I know not; but I lov'd her. 
We were together always, till the habit 
Grew into something like necessity. 
When RromfJins left me I was sad. 
Nor l^ew a joy till Emmelina came; 
Her soft society amus'd my mind, 
FUl'd up my vacant heart, and touch'd my soul. 
*Twas gratitude, *twas friendship, 'twrts esteem, 
Twas reason, 'twas persuasion, nay, Hwas love. 

JBert. But where was Julia? 

OrL Oh! too soon she came; 

For when 1 saw that wondVous form ofbeauty, 
I stood entranc'd, like some astronomer. 
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Who, AS he views the bright expanse of heavei). 
Finds a new star. I gaz'd, and was undone; 
Gaz'd and. forgot the tender Bmrndina, 
Gaz'd, and forgot the gen*rou8, trusting Bhrers, 
Forgot my fkilfi, my fHendahip, and my honour. 

JBert. Does Julia know your lore? 

Orl. Forbid it, heaven! 

What! thlnk'st thou 1 am so far gone in guOt 
As boldly to avow it? Bertrand, no; 
For all the kingdoms of the spacious earth, ' 
I would not wrong my friend, or damn my honouf. 

JBert. Trust me, you judge too hardly of yourself. 

Orl Think I have lodged a secret in thy breast 
On which my peace, my fame, my all depends; 
Long have I struggled with the fetal truth. 
And scarce'have dar'd to breathe it to myself 
For oh! too surely the first downward step. 
The treacherous path that leads to guilty deeds. 
Is to make sin familiar to the thoughts. {^Exif. 

Bert. Am I awake?— No: *tb delusion aH! 
My wildest wishes never soared to this; 
Fortune anticipates my plot; he loves her, 
Ix>ves just whom I would have him love— -loves Julia! 
Orlando, yes, F U play thee at my will; 
Poor puppet! thou hast trusted to my hand 
The strings by which TU move thee to thy ruin. 
And make thee too the instrument of vengeance. 
Of glorious vengeance on the man I hate. IMxk. 
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ACTIL 

Enter Julia and E^xmeuna. 

JuUa, How many cares perplex the maid who loT^l 
Garesy which the vacant heart can never know. 
You fondly tremble for a brother*s life, 
<^lando mourns the absence of a friend, 
Guildford is anxious for a son's renown; 
In my poor heart your various terrors meet. 
With added fears and fonder apprehensions: 
They all unite in me, I feel for aU, 
Bis life, his fame, his absence, and his love: 
For he may live to see his native home. 
And he may live to bless a sister's hopes. 
May live to gratify impatient friendship. 
May live to crown a father's house with honour. 
May live to gl(Kry, yet be dead to love. 

JBm. F(»rbear these fears; they wound my brother's 
honour: 
Julia! a brave man must be ever faithful; 
€k>wards alone dare venture to be false; 
Cowards alone dare injure trusting virtue. 
And with bold perjuries affront high heaven* 

Julia, I know his faith, and venerate his virtues; 
I know his heart is tender as 'tis brave, 
Hiat all his father's worth, his sister's softness. 
Meet in his generous breast — and yet I fear— 
Whoever lov'd like me, and did not fear? 
Enter Guildford. 

Guild. Where are my friends, my daughter, where 
is Julia? 
How shall I speak the fulness of my heart? 
My son, my Rivers, will tlus day return. 

Em, My dearest brother! 

JuUa. Hat my Bikers comcil 

Fn^itious heaven! 
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Mm, And yet my Julia trembles. 

JuHa. Hare I not omse? my Riren comes! but how? 
I drMd to ask, and yet 1 die to hesr. 
My lord— you kaow the terms ■ 

Chdld. He comes a coBqUerorf 

He comes as Guildfiwdfs soa should ever come! 
The battle's o'er, the English arms successful. 
And Riversy yke an English warrior, hastes 
To lay his laurels at the feet of beauty. l^Exif, 

JuHa, My joy oppresses me! 

Emm, And see, Orlando! 

How will the welcoBie news transport his soul. 
And raise Ins drooping heart! with caution tell him. 
Lest the o'emdiekABig rapture be too much 
For his dejected miad. 

JBn^tfr Oitiairiio omf BSttY&Airfr. 

Jvi. My lord Orlando, 

"Wherefore that troubled air? no more you dwell 
On your once darling theme; you speak no moi^ 
The praises of your Rivers; is he changed? 
Is he net still the gallant friend you lov^d. 
As virtuous and as valiant? 

Or. Stni the same; 

He must be ever virtuous, ever valiant. 

Emnu If Hivers is the same, then must I think 
Orlando greatiy chang'd; you speak not of hirt, 
Kor long for his return, as you were wont. 
How did you use to spend the livelong day. 
In telling some new wondcn of your friend. 
Till night broke in upon th' unfinish'd tate; 
And when 'twas o^ar, you would begin again. 
And We again would listen with delight. 
With fresh delight, as if we had not heard it! 
'^^^es Rivers less d^erve ou you less love? 
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Or^ Bttre I not loy'd him? -vas my friendihip cold? 
"Wlitti any prtis'd his glories in the field. 
My raptur'd heart has bounded at the tale! 
Methought I grew illustrious from his glory. 
And nch &om his renown; to hear him pnut'd. 
More proud than if I had mdiiev'd his deeds. 
And reap'd myself the harvest of his fame. ' 
How have I trembled for a life so dear. 
When his too ardent soul, demising caution. 
Has plung'd him in the foremost ranks of wir^ 
As if in love with danger. 

Jtdia. Valiant Rivers! 

How does thy greatness justify my love! 

Ber, He's distant far, so I may safely praise him 

(aaide.) 
I claim some merit in my love of Rivers, 
Since I admire the virtues that eclipse me; 
With pleasiu^ I survey those dazzling heights 
My gay, inactive temper cannot reach. 

Emm. Spoke like my honest cousin. Then, Orlando^^ 
Since such the love you bear your noble friend. 
How will your heart sustain the mighty joy 
The news I tell will give you? Yes, Orlando, 
Restrain the transports of your grateful friendship. 
And hear, with moderation, hear me tell you 
That Rivers will return—— 

Orl. How? when? 

Emm, This day« 

OrL Impossible! 

JBer» Then all my schemes are air {aside.) 

Emm, To-day I shall embrace my valiant brother! 

Jul. You droop, my lord: did you not hear her yight? 
She told you that your Rivers would return. 
Would come to crown your friendship and our hopes. 

OrL He is most welcome! Is he not my fiiend! 

You say my Rivers comes. — ^Thy arm, good Bertrand? 

I 
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Ber, Joy to us all! joy to the count Qrlaido! 
Weak man, take care {atide to Orlakdo.) 

Emm. My lord! you are not w^L 

Ber. Surprise and joy oppress him; I myself 
Partake his transports. Rouse, my lord, for shame. 

Emm. How is it with you now? 

Ori. Quite well— 'tis past. 

Ber, The wonder's past, and nought but joy remains. 
Enter GviLDroRD OTtcf Rivers. 

Guil. He's come! he's here! I have embrac'dmy 
warrior: 
Now take me, heav'n, I have liv'dlong enougjb. 

JuUa. My lord, my Rivers! 

Biv. 'Tis my Julia's self! 

My life! 

JuUa. My hero! Do I then behold thee? 

Biv. Oh my full heart! expect not words, my Julia! 

Emm. Rivers! 

Biv. My sister! what an hour is this! 

My own Orlando too! 

Orl. My noble friend! 

Biv. This is such prodigality of bliss, 
I scarce can think it real. Honest Bertrand, 
Your hand; your's, my Orlando, your's, my &ther; 
And as a hand, I have a heart for all; 
"Love has enlarged it, from excess of love 
I am become more capable of friendship. 
My dearest Julia! 

Gidl. She is thine, my son, 
Tliou hast deserved her nobly; tJiou hast won her, 
Fulfill'd the terms 

Biv. Therefore I dare not ask her, 

1 would not claim my Julia as a debt. 
But take her as a g^ft; and oh! I swear 
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It h the dtanst, richefft, choicest g^ 
The bounty of indidgent heftven could gnmt. 

[GuiLDPORDyofTw their hunds. 

JuUa. Sparc me, my lord. — As yet I scarce have seen 
you. 
Confusion stops my tongue — ^yet I will own 
If there be truth or faith in woman's vows. 
Then you have still been present to this heart. 
And not a thought has wandered from its duty. 

lExeunt Julia an</ Emmelina. 

Hiv. {looking after Juxia.) O generous Julia! 

Orl {oMide to Bebtravd.) Mark how much she 
loves him' 

JBer. {atide to Orlaitbo.) Mere words, which the 
fond sex have always ready! 

Jtiv, Forgive me, good Orlando, best of friends! 
How my soul joys to meet thee on this shore! 
Thus to embrace thee in my much lov'd England! 

GuiL England! the land of worth, the soil of heroes. 
Where great Elizabeth the sceptre sways. 
O'er a free, gloirious, rich, and happy people! 
Philosophy, not cloister*d up in schools,. 
The speculative dream of idle monks, 
Attir'd in attic robe, here roams at large; 
Wisdom is wealth, and science is renown. 
Here sacred laws protect the meanest subject. 
The bread that toil procures fair Freedom sweetens. 
And every peasant eats his homely meal. 
Content and free, lord of his small domain. 

Eiv, Past are those Gothic days, and thanks to heaven, 
TTiey are forever past, when English subjects 
Were bom the vassals of som^ tyrant lord! 
When free-soul'd men were basely handed down 
To the next heir, transmitted with their lands. 
The shameful legacy from sire to son! 
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Guil. But while thy geaerodt Mul, tojmMthof^ 
Justly abhors opincssioo, yet ttmft 
The plain stern Tirtues of our rough forefatii^v: 

never may the gallant sons of England 
Lose their plain, manly, native chancter, 
Forego the glorious charter nature gave 'era, 
B^ond what kings can give, or laws bestow, 
Thdr caidour, courage, constancy, and truth! 

Exeunt GuxLDiom> and Rivbrs. 
OrL Stay, Bertrand, stay — Oh, pity my distractionl 
This heart was never made to hide its feelings; 

1 had near betray'd myself. 

JBer, I trembled for you; 

Bemember that the eye of love is piercings 
And Emmelina mark'd you. 

OrL *Tis too much! 

My artless nature cannot bear disguise. 
Think what I felt when unsuspecting Rivers 
l^ss'd me withgen'rous rapture to his bosom. 
Professed an honest joy, Hnid call'd me fiiendl 
I felt mjTself a traitor: yet I swear. 
Yes, by that Power who sees the thoughts of men 
I swear, I love the gallant Rivers more 
Than light or life! I love, but yet I fear him: 
I shrunk before the lustre of liis virtu e ■ 
I felt as I had wrong'd him — ^felt ab^sh'd. 
I cannot bear this conflict in my soul. 
And therefore have resolv'd— — 

Ber. On what! 

OrL To fly. 

JBer. To fly from Julia? 

OrL Yes, to fly from all; 

From every thing I love; to fly from levers. 
From Emmelina, from myself, from thee: 
From Julia? no— that were impossible. 
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For I Bhi^ bear her image in mx sottl; 
It is a part of me, tlie dearest part; 
So closely mtervroven with my bein^. 
That I can never lose the dear remembrance. 
Till I am robb'd of life and her together. 

Ber, *Tis cowardice to fly. 

Orl *Ti8 death to stay. 

Ber. Where would }-ou go? How lost in thought he 
standfi! {aade.) 
A vulgar villain now would use persuasion^ 
And by his very earnestness hetiuy 
The thing he meant to hide; Fll coolly wait. 
Till the occasion shows me how to act, 
7*hen turn it to my purpose. Ho! Orhmdo! 
Where woul^ you go? 

Orl. To solitude, to hopeless banishment! 

Tes, I will shroud my youth in those dark cells 
Where Disappointment steals Devotion's name. 
To cheat the wretched votary into ruin; 
There will I live in love with misery; 
Ne'er shall the sig^t of mirth profane my grief, 
The sound of joy shall never charm my ear. 
Nor music reach it, save when the slow bell 
Wakes the dull brotherhood to lifeless prayer. 
Then, when the slow-retreating world recedes. 
When warm desires are cold, and passion dead. 
And all things but my Julia are forgotten. 
One thought of her shall fire my languid soul. 
Chase the faint orison, and feed despair. 

Ber, What! with monastic, lazy drones retire 
And chant cold hymns with holy hypocrites? 
First perish all the sex! forbid- it, manhood! 
Where is your nobler self? for shame Orlando; 
Renounce this superstitious, whining weakness, 
l2 
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Or I ihaU bhiih to think I call'd yoa friend. 

OrL What can I do? 

Ber. {after a pmue.) Ueg she'U defer the marriage 
But for one single day; do this^ and leave 
The rest to met she shall be thine. 

OrL How say^t thou? 

What, wrong her yirtue? 

jBer. Still this omt of virtue! 

This pomp of words, this phrase without a meaning! 
I grant that honour's something, manly honour; 
rd fight, rd bum, Pd bleed, Td die to honour; 
But what's this virtue? 

Orl Ask you what it is? 

Why 'tis what libertines therasdves adore; 
'Tis that which wakens love and kindles rapture 
Beyond the rosy lip or starry eye. 
Yirtue! 'tis that which gives a secret foroe 
To common charms; but to true loveHnest 
Lends colouring celestial. Such its power. 
That she ^ho ministers to guilty pleasures. 
Assumes its semblance when she most would please. 
Virtue! 'tis tlyit ethereal energy 
^ Which ^ves to body spirit, soul to beauty. \Exit, 

JBer. Curse on his principles! Yet I shall shake them; 
Yes I will bend his spirit to my will. 
Now while 'tis warm with passion: and will take 
Whatever mould my forming hand will give it. 
'Tis worthy of my genius! Then I love 
This Emmelina — <a*ue she loves not me — 
But should 3roung Rivers die, his father's lands 
vWould then be mine— Is Rivers then immortal? 
Come— Guildford's lands and his proud daughter's hand 
Are worth some thought.— Aid me ye spurs to genius! 
Love, ^fisdiief, Poverty, Revenge and Envy! [fxtrBKR. 
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JSnter EMMULiirA and Risers talking. 

Emm, Yet do not blame Orlando, good my brother; 
He*s still the same, that brave frank heart you lov'd; 
Only his temper's chang'd, he is grown sad; 
But that's no feult, I only am to blame; 
Fond foolish heart, to give itself away 
To one who gave me nothing in return! 

JUiv. How's this? my father §aid Orlando lov'd thee. 

£mm. Indeed I thought 80-4ie was kinder once^ 
Nay still he loves, or my poor heart deceives me. 

iiv. If he has wrong'd thee! yet I know he could not; 
His g^ant soul is all made up of virtues. 
And I would rather doubt myself than him. 
Tet tell me all the story of your loves. 
And let a brother's fondness sooth thy cares. 

Emmel. When to this castle first Orlando came, 
A welcome guest to all, to me most welcome; 
Yes, spite of maiden shame and burmng blushes, 
Let me confess he was most welcome to me! 
At first my foolish heart so much deceiv'd me, 
I thought I lov'd him for my brother's sake; 
But when I closely search'd this bosom traitor, 
I found, alas! I lov'd him for his own. 

Rivera. Blush not to own it; 'twas a well plac'd flame! 
I glory in the merit of my friend. 
And love my sister more for loving hun. 

ErnnieL He talk'd of you; I listen'd, with delight. 
And fancy'd 'twas the subject only charm'd me; 
But when Orlando chose another theme, 
For^ve me. Rivers, but I listen'd still 
With undiminish'd joy — ^he talk'd of love. 
Nor was that theme less grateful than the formor! 
1 seem'd the very idol of his soul; 
Rivers, he said, would thank me for the friendship 
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I bore to hit Orlando; I beUev'd him. 
Julia was absent then — but what of Julia? 

Jlvoer^ Ay, what of her indeed? Why nam'd ymi 
Julia? 
You could not surely think? no, thatt were wild. 
Why did you mention Julia? * 

EmmeL (confu9edh/.) Nay! 'twas nothing*, 

'Twas accident, nor had my words a meaning; 
If I did name her — ^'twas to note the time— - 
To mark the period of Orlando's coldness^— 
The circumstance was casual, and but meant 
To date the change? it aim'd at nothing farther. 

Rivera {agitated.) 'Tis very like — ^no more — Vm satis* 

ffd 

You talk as I had doubts: what doubts have 1? 
Why do you labour to destroy suspicions 
Wliich never had a birth? Is she not mine? 
Mine by the fondest ties of dear affection? 
But did Orlando change at her return? 
JDiJhe grow cold? It could not be for that; 
You may mistake — ^And yet you said 'twas then; ■ 
Was it precisely then? — ^I only ask 
For the fond love I bear my dearest sister. 

JBmmel. 'Twas as I said. 

Sivera (recovering fdmaelf.) He loves thee, Emmelinat 
These starts of passion, this unquiet temper ■ 
Betray how much he loves thee: yes, my sister. 
He fears to bse thee, fears his father's will 
May dash his rismg hopes, nor give thee to him. 

EmmeL Oh, flatterer! thus to sooth my easy nature 
With tales of possible, unlikely bliss! 
Because it may be true, my credulous heart 
WhispCTs it is, and fondly loves to cherish 
The feeble glimmering of a sickly hope. 

Rivera, This precious moment, worth a tedious age 
Of vulgar tiiae^ I've stol'n from love and Julia? 
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She ym&tM Wf oomiiip» and a longer wxtcf 
Were treason to her beaaty and mj lore. 
Boobtn yaaisby fean recede, and fondness triumphs. 



ACT ra. 

Scenes A j^arden. 

Emmel Why do my feet unbidden seek this grore? 
Why do I trace bis steps? I thought hfan here; 
This is his hour of widkingy and these shadea 
His daily haunt: oft hare they heard his vows: 
Ah! fatal tows, which stole my peace away! 
But now he riiuns my presence: yet who knows. 
He may not be ungrateful, but uikiappy! 
Tes, he will eome to clear his past offences. 
With such prerailing eloquence will plead. 
So mourn his former faults, so blame his coldness. 
And by ten thousand graceful ways repair them. 
That I shall think I never was offended. 
Be comes, and every doubt*s at once dispelled: 
Twas fiincy alls he never meant to wrong me. 

Enter Orlando. 
Orkm. Why at this hour of universal joy. 
When every heart beats high with grateful rapture. 
And pleasure dances her enchanting round, 
O tell me why, at this ausjncious hour, 
Tou quit the joyful circle of your friends; 
Bob social pleasure of its sweetest charm. 
And leave a void e'en in the happiest hearts. 
An aching void which only you can fill? 
Why do you seek these unfrequented shades? 
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Why court theie gioomy hftimta» unfit for betttfy; 
But made for meditation and misfortune! 

£mmeL I might retort the charge, my lord Orlandp! 
I mig'ht inquire how the lov'd firiend of Rivers^ 
Whom he has held de^-rooted in his heart 
Beyond a brother's dearness* sav*d hia life. 
And cherish'd it when sav*d beyond his own:— 
I nd^ht inquire, why when this Bivers comes» 
After long tedious months of expectation. 
Alive, victorious, and as firm in friendship 
As fondness could have wish'd or fimcy feign'd; 
' Indghi inquire why thus Orlando shuns him— 
Why thus he courts this melancholy gloom. 
As if he were at variance with delight. 
And scom'd to mingle in the general joy? 

Orion, Oh, my fair monitress! I have deserv'd 
Tour gentle censure. Henceforth Til be gay. 

Emmel Julia complains too of you. 

Or Ian, Ah! does JuUiU 

If Jidia chides me I have err'd indeed; 
For harshness is a stranger to her nature. 
But why does she complain? O tell me wherefore? 
That I may soon repair the unwilling crime. 
And prove my heart at least ne*er meant to wrong her, 

Emmel, Why so alarm'd? 

Orlatu Alarm'd! 

Emmel Indeed you seem'd so. 

Orlan. Sure you mistake. Alarm'd! oh no, I was not;. 
There was no cause-^I could not be alarm'd 
Upon so sli^t a ground. Something you said. 
But what I know not, of your friend. 

Emmel. Of Julia? 

Orlan, That Julia was displeas'd— -was it not so? 
'Twas that, or something like it. 

Emmel, She complain^ 

That you avoid her. 
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OrlatL How! that I avoid her? 

Bid Julia say so? ah! you hare jfbrgot— — 

It could not be. 

EmmeU "Why are you terrified? 

Kot terrified— I am not— but were those 
Her yexy words? you might mistake her meaning; 
Did Julk say Orlando shumi'd her ^«sence? 
Oh! did she, could she say so? 

Emmel. If she did. 

Why this disorder? there's no cause. 

(Man. No cause? A 

there's a cause of dearer worth than empire! 
Quick let me fly, and find the £air upbraider; 
Tell her she wrongs me, tell her i would die 

Bather than meet her anger. [Emmblisa fainti. 

Ah, she faints! 
What have I said? curse my imprudent tongue! 
ImAl up, sweet innocence! my Emmelina*— - 
My gentle friend, awake! look up, fair creature! 
Tis your Orlando calls. 

EtnmeL Orlando's voice! 

Ifethought he talk'd of love— nay, do not mock me'; 
My heart is but a weak, a very weak one! 

1 am not well— perhaps Tve been to blame, 
^are my distress; the error has been mine. 

[^Exit Emmelika. 
Orlan. So then, all's over; I've betray'd my secret^ 
And stuck a poison'd dagger to her heact. 
Her innocent heart. Why what a wretcn am I! 
Suin approaches—shall I tamely meet it. 
And dally with destruction till it blast me? 
Ko, I will fly thee, Julia, fly forever. 
Ah fly! what then becomes of Emptielina? 
Shall I abandon her? it must be so; 
Better escape with this poor wreck of honour. 
Than hazard all by staying^— Rivers here? 
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Emer Rivsmi. 
Hio* The sane. My other aelft my own Orlando! 

I came to seek thee; twas in thy kind boaain. 
My suiFeriug soul repos*d its seciet cares. 
When doubts and difficulties stood before me: 
And now, now when my prospetous fortune shnes. 
And gilds the smiling ho^ with her Mght bcMns, 
Shall I become a niggard of ray blfss. 
Defraud thee of thy portion ^ my joys, 
And rob thee of thy well-eam'd claim to share them! 

OrL That I have erer lov'd thee, witness hearen! 
%hat I have thought thy friend^p the best blessing 
That mark'dthe fortune of my happier days, 
I here attest the sovereign Judge of hearts! 
Then think, O think what anguish I endure, 
When I declare, in bitterness of spirit. 
That we must part — 

Biv. Wha,t does Orlando mean? 

OrL That I must leave thee. Rivers; must renounce 
Thy lov*d society. 

JRiv, Thou hast been injured; 

Thy merit has been slightedi sure my father. 
Who knew how dear 1 h^ thee, would not wrong thee. 

Orl. He is all goodness; no— tha« is u, cause 
Seek not to know it. 

jBw. Now, by holy friendship! 

I swear thou shalt not leave me; what, just now. 
When I have safely pass'd so many perils, 
Escap'd so manyi^aths, retum'd once more 
To the kind arms of long desiring friendship; 
Just now, when I expected such a welcome. 
As happy souls in Paradise bestow 
Upon a new inhabitant, who comes 
To taste their blessedness, you coldly tell me 
You will depart; it must not be, Orlando. 
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OrL It must, it must 

iW». Ah, must! tilien tell me wherefore]; 

Orl. I would not dim Hij dawn of happiness, 
Kor shade the brighter beams of tiiy good l&rtitic, 
With the dark sullen cloud that hangs o'er mines 

iK-p. Is this the heart of him I callM my friend. 
Full of the graceful weakness of affection? 
How have I known it bend at my requestl 
How lose the power of obstinate resistance. 
Because his friend entreated! This Orlando! 
How is he changed! 

OrL Aki, how changed indeed! * 

How dead to every relish of delight! 
How chang'd in all but in his love for thee? 
Yet think not that my nature is grown harder. 
That I have lost that ductile, yidding hearty 
Rivers, I have not— oh! 'tis still too soft; 
E'en now it melts, it bleeds in tenderness^ 
Varewell!-^ dare not trust myself—farewell! 

jRhf. Then thou resolv'st to go? 

Orl, This very day? 

Him. What do I hear? Ta4ay! It must not be; 
This is the day that makes my Julia mine. 

Orl, Wed her to-day? 

Biv, This day unites me to her; 

Then stay at least till ^ou behold'st her mine. 

OrL Impossible! another day were ruin. 

Biv. Then let me fly to Julia, and conjure her 
To bless me with her hand this hour-^this moment. 

OrL Oh! no, no, no! 

Biv. I will: in such a cause 

Surely she will forego the rigid forms 
Of cold decorum; then, my best Orlando! 
I shall receive my JuMa from thy hand; 
The blessing will be doubled! I shall owe 
The precious gift of love to sacred friendship? 
at 
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OrL Caii*8t thou bear this, my heart? 

Riv. Then, my Orlando, 

Since thy unkind reserve denies my heart 
Its partnership in this thy hoard of sorrows, 
I will not press to know it: thou shalt go 
Soon as the holy priest has made us one: 
For oh! 'twill sooth thee in the hour of parting. 
To know Pm in possession of my love. 
To think I'm blest with Julia, to reflect 
Thou gav*st her to my arms, my bride! my wife! 

OrL Ah! my brsun turns! 

Biv. 'Tut as I thought; I'll try him. 

Now answer me, Orlando, and with truth; 

Hide nothing from tliy friend — dost thou not love? 

OrL Ha! how! I am betray'd! he reads my heart. 

JUv. Hast thou with all that tenderness of soul. 
From Love's infection kept thy yielding hewt? 
Say, could'st thou bask in all the blaze of Beauty, 
And never feel its warmth? — ^Impossible! 
O I shall probe thy soul ^ thou confess 
The conqu'ring fi^ one's name — but why confess? 
Come, come, I know fun well— 

OrL Ha! dost thou know? 

And knowing, dost thou suffer me to live? 
And dost thou know my guilt, and caU me friend? 
He mocks but to destroy me! 

Rw. Come, no more; 

Love is a proud, an arbitrary god. 
And will not chuse as rigid fethers bid; 
I know that thine has destin'd for thy bride 
A Tuscan maid: but hearts ^sdain all force; 

OrL How's this? what, dost thou justify my paft&i<^^ 

Biv, Applaud it — glory in it — ^will assist it. 
She is so fair, so worthy to be lov'd, 
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That I should be thy rival, were not she 
My sister. 

Orl. How! 

BH), She is another Julia. 

OrL I stood upon a fearful precipice — 
I'm giddy still — oh, yes! I understand thee— 
Thy beauteous sister! what a wretch Tve been! 
Oh, Rivers! too much softness has undone me. 
Yet I will never wrong the maid 1 love, 
Nor injure thee; first let Orlando perish! 

BiV' Be more explicit. 

OrL For the present spare me. 

Think not too hardly of me, noble Rivers! 
I am a man, and full of human frailties; 
But hate like hell the crime which tempts me on. 
When I am ready to depart, V\\ see thee. 
Clear all my long accounts of love and honour, 
Hemove thy doubts, embrace thee, and expire. 

[^Exit Oblaitdo. 
Manet Rivers. 

It must be so^-to what excess he loves her! 
Yet wherefore not demand her? for his birth 
May claim alliance with the proudest fortune. 
Sure there's some hidden oause—perhaps — ah, no! 
Turn from that thought, my soul! 'twas vile suspicioiu 
And I could hate the heart which but conceiv'd it. 
'Tis true their faiths are different — ^then his father. 
Austere and rigid, dooms him to another. 
That must not be — these bars shall be removM; 
111 serve htm with my life, nor taste of bliss. 
Till I have sought to bless the firiend I love. lExit. 

Rc'cntep Oklando. 

Orl Wed her to-day? wed her perhaps this hour? 
Hasten the rites for me? I give her to him? 
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/stand a tame spectator of their bliss? 

/ live a parent witness of their joy? 

First let this dagger drink my heart's warm blood. 

(Tahei a dagger from hU bonrn, then teet Julia.) 
The sorceress comes! oh, there's a charm about her 
Which holds my hand, and makes me wish to live. 
I shudder at her sight! open, thou earth, 
And save me from the peril of her charms! 

[Put% up thfi dagger, 

JBumt Julia. 

Jutia, Methought I heard the cry of one in paiH: 
From hence it came; ah, me! my lord Orlando! 
What means that sigh? that agonizing voice! 
Those groans which rend your hewt? those frantic loc^? 
Indeed I'm terrified. What would you do? 

OrL (furioui^,) Die! 

Julia, Talkyou of death! renounce tbe fatal thought; 
liive for my sake, Orlando. 

Orl. For thy sake! 

That were indeed a cause to live for ages. 
Would nature but extend the narrow limits 
Of human 1^ s« far. 

JuUa. AndfortbesdLe 

Of Rivers; live for both; he sends me here 
To beg you would delay 3^ttr purposM partxi^; 
His happiness, he swears, if yon are alvaent 
Will be but half complete. 

Orl. Is it t04iigiit! 

This marriage, Julia, did you say to-night! 

JuUa, It is, and yet you leave us. 

Orl. No— ru sUy, 

Since you command, stay and expire before you. 

JuHa* What mean you? 

Orl. That m perish at the^fect 

O f Rivers, 
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JuUa. Tell your sorrows to my lord; 

Upon bis faithful breast repose the weight 
That presses you to earth. 

Orl, Tell him? TeU Riverai 

Is he not yours? Does not the priest now wait 
To make you one? Then do not mock me thus; 
What leisure can a happy bridegroom -find 
To think upon so lost a wretch as I am? 
You hate me, Julia. 

JuUa. Hate you, how you wrong md 

Live to partake our joy. 

Orl. Hope j^u for joy? 

JuUa. Have I not cause? Am I not lov'd by Rivers? 
^vers, the best, the bravest of his sex! 
Whose valour fabled heroes ne'er surpassed. 
Whose virtues teach the young and charm ^e old; 
Whose graces are the wonder of our sex. 
And envy of his ovm. 

OrL Enough! enough! 

spare, this pfodigaUty of praise. 
But, JuUa, if you would not here behold me, 
Stretch'd at your feet a lifelesss bloody corpse, 
Promise what I shall now request 

JvMa, Whit is it? 

Orl That tall to-morrow's sun, I ask no longer. 
You will defer tiiis marriage. 

JuUa, Ah! defer it! 

Impossible; what would my Rivers think? 

Orl No matter what; 'tis for his sake I ask it: 
His peace, his happiness, perhaps his life 
Depends on what I ask. 

JuUa, His life! the life of Rivers! 

Some dreadful thought seems laboring in yoor breast} 
Ei^lain thin horrid mystery: 

OW. I dare not 

If you complyi before to-morrow's dawn 
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All will lie wen, the toiler ptst; Umr finiih 
These— Iii4>py AUptUb; batif youiefitsey 
Tremble for him you love; the altar's self 
Will he no s^firguard firom «i madman's rage. 

JuHa, Whatrage) what madman? what lenondeit 
villain? 
Orlando — will not you protect your friend? 
Think how he loves you— be would die for yoiw* 
Then save him» on my knees, I beg you save hinv**- 

Oh! gpiard my Rivers from this bloody foe. 

Orl Deipser than 1^ I WTe him^-«sk no mot^ 
But promise in the awful fuc^ of bea«^i» 
To do what I req^ifs W-and primse iUrtber» 
Not to disclose the cause, 

JnHa. Q save him! save him! 

OrL 'Tis to preserve him that I ask it.* ptc^nise^ 
Or see me fall before you. 

Julio: I do promise. 

Hide, hide that deadly weapon— I da pramse. \,Mi—i^ 
Bow wild you look! you tremble move than I. 
ril call my Rivers hither* 

Orl Not for worlds. 

If you have mercy in yeur nature, Ji^ia, 
Retire. Oh leave me quickly to myself; 
Do not expose me to the strong temptation 
Which now aslaults me.-<*Tet you ane net gonOf 

Jtdia. Be mere compos'cU I leave you with regiet 
(^« 9heg9e8 •ut,) His noble mind is shakien from its seat! 
What may these transports mean) heayen guard my 

Rivers! 
M Jpxj^ g909 out, ewier Bsbtrand; h€ ^eak$ behmd' 

£er. Why, this is well; this has a face; die weeps^ 
He seems di90H|6red.^|^ow to learn the cause^ 
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AtkI then make use of what I heu* by chance. 
As of a. thing* I knew. (He Utteru). 

€frL (after apauae.} And is she gone? 
Her parting words shot fire into my soul; 
Did she not say she left me with regret? 
Her look was tender, and a starting tear 
KU'd her bright eye; she left me with regret— 
Slie own'd it too. 

£er. Twill do. 

( Cornea firvfard) What have you done? 
T*he charming Julia is dissolved in wo. 
Her radiant eyts are quenched m floods of tears; 
For you they fell; her blu^ies have confess'd it 

Orl. For me? what sa/st thou? Julia weeps for me! 
Tet she is gentle, and she would have wept 
For thee; for any who but seem*d unhappy. 
JBer. Ungrateful! 
OrL How? 

JSer. Not by her tears, I judge. 

But by her words, not meant for me to hear. 

OrL What did she say? What didst thou hear, good 
Bertrand? 
Speak — ^I'm on fire. 

3er. It is not safe to tell you. 

Farewell! I would not injure Rivers. 

Orl. Stay, 

Or tell me aU, or I renounce thy IHendahip. 

JBer, That threat unlocks my tongue; I must net lose 
thee. 
Sweet Julia wept, ek^'d her fkir hands, and crie^ 
Why was I left a legacy to Rivers, 
Robb'd of the power of choice? Seeing me the stafted. 
Would have recalled her words, blu«h*d and retired. 

OrL No more; thou shalt not tempt me to my raiil; 
Deny wh!^ thou hast md, deny it quickly. 
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*Ere I am quite undone; for oh! I feel 
Betreating virtue touches its last post. 
And my lost soul now verges on destruction. 
— ^Bertrand! she promis'd to deTer the marriage: 

Ber. Then ray point's gfain'd; that will make Rivers 
jealous {aside.) 
She loves you. 

OrL No; and even if she did 

Ihavenohope. 

Ber, You are too scrupulous. 

Be hold and he successful; sure of this. 
There is no crime a woman soon^ pardons 
T]^n that of which her beauty is the cause. 

OrL Shall I defraud my friend? he bled to gain her) 
What! rob the dear preserver of my life * 
Of all that makes the happiness of lus? 
And yet her beauty might excuse a falsehood; 
Nay almost sanctify a perjury. 
Perdition's in that thought — ^'twas bom in hell. 
My soul is up in arms, my reason's lost. 
And love, and rage, and jealousy, and honour. 
Pull my divided heart, and tear my soul. [Exit. 

Manet Bertuand. 
Have on, and beat thy wingsj poor bird! thou'rt Um'd, 
And vain will be thy struggles to get loose. 
— ^How much your very honest men lack prudence! 
Though all the nobler virtues fill one scale. 
Yet place but indiscretion in the other. 
In worldly business, and the ways of men. 
That single folly weighs the balance down. 
While all th' ascending virtues kick the beam. 
Here's this Orlando now, of rarest parts. 
Honest, heroic, generous, frank, and kind 
As inexperience of the world can make him; 
Yet s)x9^ tlw3 single weakness, this imprudence 
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fPuXL dovn unheard of plagues upon his head. 
And snare his heedless soul be\ond redemption: 
"While dull unfeeling hearts, and frozen spiriti» 
Sordidly safe, secure, beqause untempted, 
I^ook up and wonder at the generous crime 
Tbey wanted wit to frame and souls to dare. 



ACT IV. 

Scene^^An Apartments 

Emm, How many ways there are of being "vrretchld! 
The avencies^happineiis how few! 
When will this btisy, fluttering heart be still? 
When will it cease to feel and beat no more? 
B*en now it shudders with a dire presage 
Of something terrible it fears to know. 
Ent'ring, I saw my venerable father 
In earnest conference with the count Orlando; 
Shame and confusion fill'd Orlando's eye. 
While stem resentment fir^d my father's cheek. 
And look, he comes, with terror on his brow! 
But O! he sees me, sees his child; and now 
The terror of his look is lost in love. 
In fond, paternal love. 

Enter Gvildforo. 

GtdL Come to my arms. 

And there conceal that penetrating eye. 
Lest it should read what I should hide forever. 
Would hide from all, but most would hide from thee«»- 
Thy father's g^ief, his shame, his rage, his tears. 

Emm. Tears! heaven and earth! see if hb cfoes not 
weep} 
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GtdL He who has drawn this sorrow frcMn my eyt§ 
Shall pay me back again in tears of blood. 
Tis for thy sake I weep. 

Emm. Ah, weep for me! • 

Hear, heaven, and judge; hear, heaven, and punish ja%\ 
If any crime of min e 

Gvil. Thou art all innocence; 

Just what a parent's fondest wish would frame; 
No fault of thine e'er stain'd thy father's chedc; 
If I blush'd, it was to hear thy virtues. 
And think that thou wast mine: and if I wept. 
It was from joy and gratitude to heav'q^ 
That made me father of a child like thee. 
Orlando— 

• Emm. What of him? ^ • 

Gidl. I cannot tell thei^ 

An honest shame, a virtuous pride forbids. 
Emm. Oh speak! 

CftHL ' Canst thou not guess and spare thy fiither? 
Emm. 'Tis possible I can— and yet I will not: 
Tell me the worst while I have sense to hear. 
Thou wilt not speak-^ay never turn away; 
Dost thou not know that fear is worse than grief? 
There may be bounds to grief, fear knows no bounds; 
In grief we know the worst of what we feel. 
But who can tell the end of what we fear? 
Grief mourns some sorrow palpable and known. 
But fear runs wild with horrible conjecture. 

Guil Then hear the worst, and arm thy soul to 
bear it 
My child!— he has— Orlando has refus'd thee. 

Emm. (after a long pause.) 'Tis weU— 'tis very well— 

'tis as it should be. -**? 

Gvil. Oh, there's an eloquence in that mute wo 
Which mocks all language. Speaks relieve thy heart, 
Thy bursting heart; thy father cannot bear it. 
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Am I a man? no more of this fond eyes! 
I am grown weaker than a chidden infant. 
While not a si^ escapes to itell thy pain. 

JEfmn, See, I am calm; I do not shed a tear; 
The warrior weeps, the woman is a hero! 

CruiL (embraces her.) My glorious child! now tKou 
art mine indeed! 
Fdrgive me if I thought thee fond and weak. 
I have a Roman matron for my daughter. 
And not a feeble g^rl. And yet I fear. 
For oh! I know thy tenderness of soul, 
I fear this silent anguish but portends 
Some dread convulsion soon to burst in horrors, 

Emm. I will not shame thy blood; and yet my father, 
Methinks thy daughter should not be refus'd! 
Refus'd? It is a harsh, ungrateful sound; 
Thou shouldst have found a softer term of scorn. 
And have' I then been held so cheap? Refus'd? 
Been treated like the light ones of my sex. 
Held up to sale? been offer'd, and refii'd? 

CftUl. Loiig have I known thy love; I thought It 
mutual; 
I met him— talk*d of marriage— ^- 

Emm. Ah! no more: 

I am rejected;— does not that suffice? 
Excuse my pride the mortifying tale; 
Spare me particulars of how and when. 
And do not parcel out thy daughter's shame. 
No flowers of rhetoric can change the &ct. 
No arts of speech can varnish o'er my shame; 
Orlando has refus'd me. 

Guil Villain! villain! 

He shall repent this outrage. 

Emm. Think no more on't : 

111 teach thee how to bear it; I'U grow proud, 
As gentle spirits still are apt to do 
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When cruel slight or killing team asM^t IhcSM, 
Come, virgin digputy, come, female pri^» 
Come, wounded modetty, come, slighted love. 
Come, conscious worth, come too, O black de^iaiir 
Support me, arm me, fill me with ray wrongs! 
Sustain this feeble q)irit!— Yes, my father. 
Bat for thy share in this sad tale of shame, 
1 think 1 could have borne it. 

Guil, Thou hast a brother; 

He shall assert thy cause. 

Emm. First strike me dead! 

No, in the wild distrac^n of my spirit. 
In thb dread conflict of my breaking heart. 
Hear my fond pleading— save me from that curse; 
Thus I adjure thee by the dearest ties {kneeU) 
.Which link society; by the sweet names 
Of parent and of child; by all the joys 
These tender claims have yielded, I adjure thee 
Breathe not this fiital secret to my brother; 
Let him not know his sister was refus*d! 
O spare me that consummate, perfect nun! 
Conceive the mighty wo— I cannot speak; 
And tremble to become a. childless &ther. 

lExit EuusuvA. 

Gtdl What art thou life! thou lying vanity! 
Thou promiser, who never mean'st to pay! 
This beating storm will crush my feeble age! 
Yet let me not complain; I have a son. 
Just such a son as heaven in mercy gives. 
When it would bless supremely; he is hi^py; 
His ardent wishes will this day be crown'd; 
He weds the maid he loves; in him, at least. 
My soul will yet taste comfort— See! he's here; 
He seems disorder'd. 

Enter Rivers (not teeing GuiiDFonv.) 

Eiv, Yes, I fondly thought 

ot iiU the t^k» which malice might devise^ 
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Kot all the leagfuefs combined hell might form 
€k>uld shake her steady sotll. 

ChtiL What meand my son! 

Wh^ iH'thy^bride? 

Riv, O name her not? 

Guili Notn&meher? 

Riv, Wo: if possible, not think of hcrj 

Would I could help it;— Julia! oh my Julia! 
Curse my fond tongue; I said I would not name her; 
I did not tinnk to do it, but my heart 
Is full of her idea; her lov'd image 
So fiHs all my soiil, it shuts out other thoughts; 
My lips resolving not to frame the sound. 
Dwell on her haine, and all my tatt: is Julia! 

Guil 'Tis as it should be; 'ere the midnight bell 
Sound in thy raptured ear this charming Julia 
Will be thy wife. 

Riv. No. 

Gtdl How? 

Riv, ^he has refus'd. 

GuU. Saf st thou? 

Riv, She has. 

Gidl. Why who would be ft father! 

Who that could guess the wretchedness it brings. 
But would entreat of heaven to write him childless? 

Ri/v, 'Twas but a little hour ago we parted. 
As happy lovers shoidd; but when again 
I sought her presence; with impatient haste. 
Told her the priest, the altar, all was ready; 
She blush'd, shie wept, and vow'd it could not bei 
That reasons of importance to our peace • 
Forbad the nuptial rights to be perfomi'd 
Before to-morrow. ^ 

GvU, She consents to-morrowt 

She but defers the marriage, not declines it. 

VOL. II. N 
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Riv. Miere subterfuge! mere female artifice! 
What reason should forbid our instant union) 
Wherefore totmorrow? wherefore not to-night? 
What difference could a few short hours have made! 
Or if they could, why not avow the cause? 

GuiL I have gprown old in camps; have liv'd in Courts; 

The toils of bright ambition have 1 known, 

Woo'd g^atness and enjoy'd it, till disgust 

FoUow'd possession; still I fondly look'd 

Through the false perspective for distant joy, 

Hop'd for the hour of honourable ease. 

When, safe from all the storms and wrecks of fate. 

My shattered bark at rest, I might enjoy 

An old man's blessings, liberty and leisure. 

Domestic happiness, and smiling peace. 

The hour of age indeed is come! I feel it; 

Feel it in all its sorrows, all its pains, and cares; 

But where, oh where's th' untasted peace it promis'd? 

[^Exit GUILSFOBB. 

Rivers, I would not deeper wound my father's peace; 
But hide the secret cause of my resentment. 
Till all be known; and yet I know too much* 
It must be so — ^his g^ief, his sudden parting: 
I'bol that I was, not to perceive at once — 
But fi*iendship blinded me, and love betray'd. 
Bertrand was right, he told me she was chang'd. 
And would, on some pretence, delay the marriage. 
1 hop'd 'twas malice all. Yonder she comes, 
DissoVd in tears; I cannot s^e them fall. 
And be a man; 1 will not, dare not meet her; 
Her blandishments would sooth me to false peace, 

• And il' she ask'd it, I should pardon ail. ^Exit. 

Enter Julia. 
JvUa, Stay, Bivers! sUy, barbarian! hear me speak! 
Return, inhuman!— best beloT'd! return; 

^Oh! IwillteUUieeall> restore thy peacc^ 
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Kneel at tiiy feet, «nd sue for thy forgiyenest. 
He hears me not— alas! he will not hear. 
Break thou, poor heart, since Rivers is unkind. 
Enter Orlando. 

Orlan, Julia in tears! 

JuUa. Alas! you have undone me! 

Behold the wretched victim of her promise! 
I in^d, at your request, the fatal suit 
Which has destroyed my peace; Rivers suspects me. 
And I am wretched! 

Orlan, Better *tis to weep 

A temporary ill than weep forever; 
That anguish must be mine. 

JuUa. Ha! weep forever! 

Can they know wretchedness who know not love? 

Orlan, Not love! oh, cruel friendship? tjrrant honour! 

Julia, Fnendriiip! idas, how cold art thou to love! 

Orlan, Too well I know it; both alike destroy me, 
I am the slave of both, and more than either 
The slave of honour. 

JuUa, If you then have felt "^ * 

The bitter agonie s 

Orlan, Talk yeu of agonies? 

You who are lov*d agsun! No! they are mine; 
Mine are the agonies of hopeless passion; 
Yes, I do love— I doat, I die for love! 

iHefaUM at her feet) Julia! 

JuUa, ^ How? 

Orlan, Nay, fiever start — ^I know I am a villain! 
I know thy hand is destin'd to another. 
That other too my friend, that friend the man 
To whom I owe my life! Yes, I adore thee; 
Spite of the black ingratitude adore thee; 
I doat upon my friend and yet betray him, 
I'm bound to Emmelina, yet forsake her, 
I honour virtue while I follow guilt, 
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I lore the i^oble Rivers more than life^ 
But Julia more than honour. 

Julia, Hold! astonishment 

Has seal'd my lips; whence sprung this monstrous dar- 
ing? , 

Qrlan. (riacs) From despair. 

JuHa, ^Vhat can you hope from me? 

Orlan. Hope! nothing. 

I would not aught receive, aught hope but death. 
Think'st thou I need reproach? Tbmk'st thou I need 
To be reminded that my love's a crime? 
That every moral tie forbids my passion? 
But though I know that heav'n has plagues in store. 
Yet mark — ^I do not, will not, can't repent; 
I do not even wish to love thee less; 
I gloiy in my crime: pernicious beauty! 
Come, triumph in thy power, complete my woes: 
Insult me with the prai^s of my rival, 
The man on earth— whom most I ought to love! 

JuUa, I leave thee to remorse, an4 to that penit^e 
Xhy crime demands {going.) 

Orlan, A moment stay. 

Julia, I dare not 

Orlan. Hear all my rival's worth, and all my guilt 
The unsuspecting Rivers sent me to thee. 
To plead his cause; I basely broke my trust. 
And, like a viUain, pleaded for mysetf. 

Julia- i>id he? did Rivers? I'hen he loves me still- 
Quick let me seek him out. 

Orlan (takes out the dagger) First take this dagger; 
Had you not forc'd it from my hand to-day, 
I had not liv'd to know this guilty moment: 
Take it, present it to the happy Rivers; 
Tell him to plunge it in a traitor's heart, 
Tell him his friend, Orlando, is that traitor. 
Tell him Orlando forg'd the guilty tale. 
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Tell him Orlando was the only foe 
Wbo at the altar would have murdered RiTers, 
▲nd then hare died himself. 

Julia, Farewell— repent — t;hink better. 

[£«* Julia. 
(•4« she go€9 out, he itill looks after fter, ) 
Enter Rivers. 

JRiv. Turn, villain, turn! 

Orion, Ha! Rivers here? . 

£iv. Yes, Rivers. , 

Orion, Gape wide, thou friendly earth, forever hide 
me! 
Rise, Alps, ye crushing mountains, bury me! 

Jliv. Nay, turn, look on me. 

Orlan. Rivers! oh, I cannot, 

I dare not, I have wronged thee. 

Siv. Doubly wrong'd me; 

Thy complicated crimes cry out for vengeance. 

Orlan, Take it, 

JRiv. But I would take it as a man. 

Draw. (RivsRS dravt,) 

Orlan. , Not for a thousand worlds. 

Hiv. Not fight? 

Why thou'rt a coward too as well as villain: 
I shall despise as well as hate thee. 

Orlan, Do; 

Tet wrong me not, for if I am a coward 
*Tis but to thee: there does not breathe the man, 
Th3r8elf excepted, who durst call me so 
ilnd. live; but, oh! 'tb sure to heav'n and thee^ 
lam the veriest coward g^lt 'ere made. 
Now, as thou art a man, revenge thyself; 
Strike! 

JRiv. No, not stab thee like a base assassin 
But meet thee as a foe. 

erlan, Thipk of my wrongs! 
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Hiv, I feel them h&e. 

Orbm, ThblE of my treiicliety . 

^v. Oh, wherefore wast thott hkat} bow hate I lov^ 
tbeel 

Orlan. Of that no more: thinkof thy &ther's grief; 
Of Emaidinft** wrmi^i-^--** 

-B»v. PtoTuke me not. 

Orlan. Of Julia—- 

J7fv. Ha! 1 shall forget my honour, 

And do ft brutal violence upon thee. 
Would tamifth my lair fame. V ilUin and coWavd! 
Traitorl will nothing rouse thee? 

Orlan. (drarwin^) SweiMng heart! 

Yet thif I have deserv'd, all this, and more. 

M tfity prepare U fight enter Emm bikini. hoHihf. 

Emmel. Lend me your swiftness, yglitnmg8-i-«'tis tcM» 
late. 
See they're eiig«g*d^-oh tto-*-they live, both live! 
Hold, cruel men! 

Mi'm. Unlucky! 'tis my siatexv 

EnrnteL Ye men of blood! if y«ft y«u h8V« Bot lost 
AU sense of human kindness, k)Ve, or ^ty; 
If ever you were dear to one another; 
If ever you de^« or look for mercy, 
"When in the wild extremity of angoiril. 
You supplicate that Judge who has dedar'd 
That vengeance is his oWn— K)hj hear mt noV; * 
Hear a fend wretch) whom mUery has made boB; 
Spare^ spare each other's life'^'-spare ytxir own 0ouls. 

Orlan. (te Ritjbrs.) Thou sksi^'st haf« stfiick 4 
once! O tardy hand! 

EinmeL Does, deatli wtmt tidgines? fe 1^ powdt cor^ 
tail'd? 
Has fell diseise forgotten to destroy? 
Are there not pestilence and spotted pia^gutB^ 
Devouring diekisfttfy eo^Mmkig fires» 
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Barthquakea, Yolcanos^ hurricanes and finnine^ 
That man must perish by the band of man? 
Nay, to complete the horror, friend by firiend? 

JRi'V: What, shall I then endure this outrage tamely? 

JBmmeL No.— 4f you covet death; if you're in lt>vt 
With slaughter and de8truc%bn--doe8 not war 
Invite you to her banner? Far and wide 
Her dire dominion reaehes.<^There seek death. 
There fall widiont a crnne. There, idiere no hste^ 
No indiTidual rage, no priyate wrong*. 
Arms maa against his brothcrw-*-Not as hm^ 
Where both are often mankrero in the ae$t 
In ihefoul purpote^^-ithntyo. 

Hiv. is honour nodung! 

Emm$L Honour! O ye^ I know hin. ^Tis a pbantoip; 
, A shadowy figure wanting^ bulk and lifei 
t Who having nothing solid in himself. 
Wraps bis thin firnn in Virtne's plundered robe. 
And steals her title. Honour! 'tis the fiend 
Who feeds on cnphans' tears and widows' groans, 
And slakes his impious thirst in brothers' blood. 
Honour! why 'tis the primal law of hell! 
The grand device to peO{de the dark realms 
With noble spirits, who but for this curat honour 
Had been at peace on earth, or bless'd in heaven. 
With iKisfaUe honour Christiana have no commerce 
^ Religion disavows, and truth disowns it. 

OrU (Throrwo away kU rmord.) An angel speaks, and 
angels claim obedience. 

Riv. {to OmLAKDo.) This is the heart thou hast 
wrong'd. 

Emm, (comeo up to Oblando) I pity thee; 
Calamity has taught me how to pity: 
Before I knew distress, my heart was hard; 
But now it melts at every touch of wo; 
And wholesome sufferings brin|^ it back to virtae. 
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Rivers, he once was good and just like thee: 
Who shall be proud and think he stands secure^ 
If thy Orlando's false? 

Biv» Think of his crime. 

Emm, Oh, think of his temptation! think 'twas Julia; 
Thf heart couki not resist her; how should his? 
It is the very error of his friendship. 
Your souls were fram'd so very much alike. 
He could not chuse but love whom Rivers lov'd. 

Orl. Think'st thou there is in death a pang like this? 
Strike, my brave friendl be sudden and be silent! 
Death, which is terrible to happy men. 
To me will be a blessing: I have lost 
All that could make life dear; I've lost my friend; 
Tve stab'd the peace of mind of that fair creature, 
I have surviv'd my honour: this is dying! 
The mournful fondness of officious love 
Will plant no thorns upon my dying piUow; 
No precious tears embalm my memory. 
But curses follow it 

Emnu See, Rivers melts; 

He pities thee. 

Orl. I'll spare thy noble heart 

The pain of punishing: Orlando's self 
Revenges bot]i. {Goes to atab fdmaelfwith the dagger.) 

Emm. Barbarian! kill me first. 

Riv. {matching the dagger.) Thou shalt not die! I 
swear I love thee still: 
That secret sympathy which long has bound us. 
Pleads for thy life with sweet but strong entreaty. 
Thou shalt repair the wrongs of that dear saint. 
And be again my friend. 

Orl. Oh, hear me. 

Emm, N«. 

I cannot stoop to live on charity, 
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And what but charity is love compelled? 
I've been a weak^ a fond, believing woman^ 
And credulous beyond my se;E's softness: 
But with the weakness, I've the pride of woman. 
1 lov'd with virtue, but I fondly lov*d; 
That passion fix'd my fate, determin'd all. 
And mark*d at once the colour of my life. 
Hearts that love well, love long, they love but once. 
My peace thou hast destroyed, my honour's mine: 
She who aspir'd to gain Orlando's heart. 
Shall never owe Orlando's hand to pity. 

[^Exit EMMElZlfl. 

OrL (after a paute) And I still live! 
JUv, Farewell! should I stay longer 

I might forget my vow. 

Orl Yet hear me. Rivers. 

^Exit Rivers, Ouulsho folUrmng. 
Enter Bertaand on the other side. 
Ser. How's this? my fortune fuls me, both alive] 
1 thought by stirring Rivers to this quarrel. 
There was at least an equal chance against him. 
I work invisibly, and like the tempter 
My agency is seen in its effects. 
Well, htmett Bertrand! now for Julia's letter. 
{Takes out a letter,) This fond epistle of a love-sick 

maid, 
Fve sworn to give, but did not swear to whom. 
"Give it my love," said she, "my dearest lord!" 
Rivers she meant; there's no address — ^that's lucky. 
Then where's the harm? Orlando is a lord 
As well as Rivers, loves her too as welL 
{Breaks open the letter, ) I must admire your stylt^— 

your pardon, fair one. 
{Rune over it,) I tread in air — ^methinks I brush the 

stars. 
And spurn the subject woild which rolls beneath mc.— 
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There's not a word bat fits Oiiaiido's case 
As well as Rivers';— tender to excess- 
No name— 'twill doj his faith in me is boundless; 
Then, as the brave are still, he's unsuspecting. 
And credulous beyond a woman's weakness. 
{Going out i he spies the dagger,) Orlando's dagger!— 

ha! 'tis greatly thought. 
This may do noble service; such a scheme! 
My genius catches fire! the bright idea 
Is form'd at once, and fit for instant action! {Exit. 



ACT V. 

Scene^'The Garden. 

Ser. 'TwAS here we were to meet; where does he 

stay? 
This compound of strange contradicting parts. 
Too flexible for virtue, yet too virtuous 
To make a flourishing, successful villain. 
Conscience! be still; preach not remorse to m^ 
Remorse isfor the luckless, failing vUhdn. 
He who succeeds repents not; penitence 
Is but another name for ill success. 
Was Nero pemtent when Rome was burnt? 
Ne: but had Nero been a petty villain. 
Subject to laws and liable to fear, 
Nero perchance had been a penitent. 
He comes: — This paper makes him all my own. 
Enter Oriavdo. 
Orl At length this wretched tempest-beaten bark 
Seems to have found its haven: Tm resolv'd; 
My wav'ring principles are fix'd to honour; 
My virtue gathers force, my mind grows strong. 
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I feel an honest confidence within, 
A precious earnest of returning peace. 

Ber. Who feels secure stands on the verge of ruin 

(ocufe.) 
Trust me it joys my heart to see you thus: 
What have I not attempted for your sake! 
My love for you has warp'd my honest nature. 
And friendship has infring'd on higher duties. 
Orl, It was a generous &ult. 
JBer. Yet 'twas a fiiult. 

Oh for a flinty heart that knows no weakness. 
But moves right onward, unseduc'd by friendship. 
And all the weak affections! 

OrL Hear me, Bertrand! 

This is my las€ farewell; absence alone 
Can prop my staggering virtue. 

JBer. You're resolved: 

Then Julia's favours come too late: 

OrL What favours? 

JBer. Nay, nothing: I renounce these weak affections; 
They have misled us both. I too repent. 
And will return the letter back to Julia. 

OrL Letter! what letter? Julia write to me? 
I will not see it. — ^What would Rivers say? 
Bertrand! he sav'd my life— I will not see it. 

JBer. I do not mean you should; nay I refus'd 
To bring it you. 

OrL Refus'd to bring the letter? 

Ber. Yes, I refus'd at first: 

OrL Then thou hatt brought it? 

My fMthfiil Bertrand!— Come. 

Ber. 'Twere best not ae^ it. 

OrL Not see it! how! not read my Julia's letter! 
An empire should not bribe me to forbear. 
Come, come. 
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Ber, Aks how fri^ is hnman virtue! 

My resolution melts, and though I mean not 
To trust you with the letter, I must tell yoti 
With what a thousand, thousand charms she gave it. 
*' Take this,*' said she, '*and as Orlando reads it, 
Attend to every accent of his vdce; 
Watch every litle motion of his eye; 
Mark if it sparkles when he talks of Jolia; 
If when he speaks, poor Julia be the theme; 
If when he sighs his bosom heave for Julia: 
Note every trifling act, each little look. 
For, oh! of what importance is the least 
To those who love like me!** 

Orl. Delicious yoison! 

how it tamts my soul! give me the letter. * 

(Bbrtband offers it, Orlando refuses.^ < 

Ha! Where's the virtue which but now I boasted? 
'Tis lost, 'tis gone— confficting passions tear me. 

1 am again a villain.— Give it— no; 

A spark of honour strikes upon my soul. 
Take back the letteir; take it back, good Bertrand! 
Spite of myself compel me to be justi 
I will not read it. 

jBer. How your friend will thank you!. 

Another day makes Julia his forever. 
Even now the great pavilion is prepar'd; 
There will the nupital rites be solemniz'd. 
Julia already dress'd in bridal robesi 
like some fur victim— 

Orl. O no more, no more. 

What can she write to me? 

JS^. Some prudent coimsel. 

OrL Then wherefore fear to read it? come. III ven» 
' ture: 
What wondrous harm can one poor letter do? 
The lctter«-quick— the letter. 
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Ber. Since you fc^ce me. ( Oinet it. ) 

Orl Be firm, ye shivering nerves! It is her hand. 
(i2ffO<b) '* To spare my blushes Bertrand brings you this. 
How have you wrong'd mel you believed me false; 
Twas my compassion for your friend deceiv'd yeu. 
Meet me at midnight in the great pavilion; 
But shun till then my presence; ^&om that hour 
My future life is yours; your once-loved friend 
I pity and esteem; but you alone 
Possess the heart of Julia." 

This to me! 
I dream, I rave, His all Elysium round me. 
And thou, my better angel! this to me! 

Ber, Fm dumb: oh Julia! what a fall is thine! 

Orl What, fs it such a crime to love? away— •- 
IQiy moral comes too late; thou should'st have urg^d 
Thy scruple sooner, or not urg'd at all; 
Thou should'st— alas! I know not what I say- 
But this I know, the charming Julia loves me, 
A]^ints a meeting at the dead of night! 
She loves! The rest is all beneath my care. 

Ber. Be circumspect; the hour is just at hand; 
Since all is ready for your purpos'd parting. 
See your attendants be dispos'd aright. 
Hear the pavilion gate. 

Orl Why so? 

Ber. 'Tis plain 

Julia must be the partner of your flight: 
*Tis what she means, you must not mind her struggles; 
A little gentle violence perhaps. 
To make her yield to what she had resolv'd. 
And save her pride; she'll thank you for it after. 

Orl Take her by force? I like not that; O Bertrand, 
There is a mutinous spirit in my blood. 
That wars against my conscience.— Tell my Julia 
I will not fiul to meet her. 
o 
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Ber, I obey. 

Be near the g^arden I shall soon return. 

{^Exit BBRtRANW. 

Or/. This g^t sin, whose bulk so lately scar'd me, 
Shrinks to a common size; I now embrace 
"What I but lately fear'd to look upon.' 
Why, what a progress hanre 1 made in g^h! 
Where is the hideous form it lately wore? 
It grows familiar to me; I can think. 
Contrive, and calmly meditate on mischief. 
Talk temperately of sin, and cheri^ crimes 
I lately so abborr'd, that had they once 
But glanc'd xa^on the surface of my fancy 
I had been terrified. O wayward conscience! 
Too teiidor for repose, too Seared for safety! 

tJBar*^ OaiAlTD*.. 

Sctne changet io another part of the garden — ^ grand- 
pavilion — The moon shining. 
Enter Rivers in amelanchohf attitud$. 
Biv. Ye lovely scenes of long remember'd bliss! 
Scenes which 1 hop'd were fated to bestow 
Still dearer blessings in a beauteous bride! 
Thou gay pavilion, which art dress'd so fair 
To witness my espousals, why, ah! why 
Art thou adom'd in vain? Yet still I court thee. 
For Julia lov'd thee once:— dear faithless Julia! 
Yet is she false? Orlando swore she was not: 
It may be soj yet she avoids my presence. 
Keeps close from every eye, but most frsm mine. 
JEnter Orlando. 
Orl. Ha! Rivers here? would I had shunn'dhis walks! 
How shall I meet the man I mean to wrong? 

Biv. Why does Orlando thus expose his health 
To this cold air? 

Orl I ask the same of Rivers! 
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Xiv, Because this solitude, this silent hour 
Feeds melancholy thoughts, and sooths my soul. 
My Julia will not see me. 

OHL How? 

Riv, She denies me 

Admittance to her presence. 

OrL (aside.) Then Tm lost, 

Confirm'd a villain, now *tis plain she lores me. 

Riv, She will not pardon me one single fault 
Of jealous lore, though thou hadst clear'd up all. 

Orl. Wait till to-morrow, all will then be known. 

Riv. Wait till to-morrow! Look at that pavilion; 
All was prepared; yes, I dare tell thee all, 
For thou art honest now. 

OrL (oatcfe.) That wounds too deeply. 

Riv, Soon as the midnight bell gave the glad summons, 
This dear pavilion h^ beheld her mine. 

OrL All will be well to-morrow.— ^owcfe) — ^If I stay 
I Bhall betray the whole.— -Good night, my Rivers. 

Rrv. Good night; go you to rest; I still shall walk; 

lExit Ort.ando. 

Riv. Yes, I wUl trace her haunts; my too fond heart; 
Like a poor bird that's hunted from its nest, 
I>ares not return, and knows not where to fix; 
Still it delights to hover round the spot 
Which lately held its treasure; eyes it still. 
And with heart-breaki»g tenderness surveys 
The scene of joys which never may return. [^Exit, 
Scene changes to another part of the garden. 
Re-enter Orlando. 

OrL Did he say rest? talk'd he of rest to mej 
Can rest and guilt associate? but no matter, 
I cannot now go back; then such a prize. 
Such voluntary love, so fair, so yielding. 
Would make archangels forfeit their allegiance! 
1 dare not think; reflection leads to madness. 
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Emter BBmnuvD. 
Bertrand! I wm not made lor ^ia dark work; 
My heart veooUi — poor RiveriM 

Ber. What of Bikers? 

OrL IVe aeen him. 

Ber. Where? 

OrL Before the great pavUioiL 

Ber, {atUk. ) That's lucky » saves me trouble; wer« 
he absent. 
Half of my acbeme had failed. 

Orl. BfB^s most unhappy; 

He wished rae rest, sp^ie kindly to me, Bertrand; 
How, how can I betray him? 

Ber. He deoeiinM yon; 

He's on the wateh, ^se wherefore now abroad 
At thb late hour? beware of ti^achery. 

OrL I am myself the traitor. *> 

Ber. Come, no mote! 

The time draws near, you know the cypress walk, 
'Tisdark. 

OrL The fitter for daric deeds like mine. 

Ber. I have prepared your men; Miien the bell sltiktts 
Go into the pavilion; there you'll find 
The blushing maid, who with fidnt screens p^haps 
Will feign resentment. But you want a sword. 

OrL A sword!— Ill murder no one— why a sword? 

Ber. 'Tis prudent to be arm'd: no words, take minet 
There may be danger, Julia may be lost. 
This night secures or loses her fbrever. 
The cypress walk— spare none who look like spies. 

OrL (looking' at the eword^ How deeply is that soul 
involved in guUt, 
Who dares not hold communion with its thoughts, 
Kor ask itself what it designa to do! 
But dallies blindly with the gen'ral sin. 
Of unexamined, undefined perdition! 

[^Exit Orlando. 
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Ser, Thus far propitious fortune fills my sails; 
Tet still I doubt his milkiness of soul; 
My next exploit must be to find out Rivers, 
And, as from Julia, g^ve him a feign'd message. 
To join her h^e at the pavilion gate; 
There shall Orlando's well arm'd servants meet him. 
And take his righteous soul ftom this bad world. 
If they should fwil, his honest cousin Bertrand 
Will help him onward in has way to heav'n. 
Then this good dagger, which I'll leave beside him. 
Will, while it proves the deed, conceal the doer; 
Tis not an English instrument of mischief. 
And who^ suspect ^rood Bertrand wore a dagger? 
To clear me further, Fve no sword— unarm'd— 
Poor helpkss'Bertrand! Then no longer poor. 
But GuUdfiird's heir, and lord of these fair lands. 

[^Exii Bbktkano. 
JEnier Oai.ANBo on the other $ide, 
OrL Braw tl^ dun curtain round, oh, night! black 
nighU 
InsfMrer and con^cealer of foul crimes! 
Thou ^xdsard night! who conjur'st up dark thoughts. 
And mak'st him bold who else would start at guilt! 
Beneath thy veil the villain dares to act 
What in broad day he would not dare to think. 
Oh» night! thou hid'st the dagger's point from men. 
But canst thou screen the assassin from himsdf ? 
Shut out the eye of heaven? extinguish conscience? 
Or heal the wounds of honour? Oh, no, no, no! 
Yonder she goes— the guilty, charming Julia! 
My genius drives me on— Julia, I come. (i?iifi« ^) 

Seene—The PaviHon, 
An arched do^r, through -which Jinx a. and her nuUd come 
forward on the ttage. 
JuMa. Not here? not come? look out my fiuthfid Anna. 
There wit a time— oh, time ibvever dear! 
o2 
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When Rivers would not make his Mbi wait. 
Perhaps he .blames tlie^ ^kifes the appointment boU^ 
Too daring, too ttnlike his bashM Jidia; 
But 'twas the enly means my faitiilid love 
Devis*d to save him from Orlandif s radmeni. 
I have kept t^lose, reftw'd to «ee my Rivers; 
Now all is still, and 1 have ventui'd t>rth, 
* With this kind maid and virtue lor my guard. 
Come, we'll go in, he cannot sure be long. 

(The^ go int9 the pa/oiUmL 
Enter Oklanvo, hh rmrd drawn and A2m£^, Mt kak^ 
di$he^Ued, 
OH. What have I done! a deed that earns «faiyinKH^ 
Where^hall I fly? ah* the pavilion door! 
'Tis op^— it invites me to fresh guilt; 
Pll not go in-4et ^at ikll'n angel wait. 
And curte h^ stuv as I do. 
{The midnight Ml BtHket,) Hark! the bdB 
Demons of darkncM, what a peal if that! 
Again! 'twill wake the dead— I cannot bear ifl 
Tis toTM>le aa the kat trumpet's sound! 
That was the marriage s'^nal! Powers of h^ 
What blessings have I Masted! Riv^n!--Julia! 

(JvLiA eoffiet &ut.y 

JuUa. My Rivers calls; I oome, I come.«-«-^CMmido! 

^>^ Yta, 

Thou beautiful deceiver! 'tis that wretch. - 

JuHa. That peijur'd friend. < 

on That^tevill 

•'ttfia- rm betray'd. 

Why art thou here? 

OrL Thou canst make ruin lovely. 

Or I w^uld ask, v^y didst tbea bring me hei«* 

JuHa, I bring thee here? 

OrL Yes, thou, bright lalse^iood! thou. 

J«i«a. No, by n^h«p««fho«rcii! wtoeii iftyRhewf 
Some criHie is meant 
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OrL (cMUhe9 her hantU) J^*! ^e crime is done. 
Dost thou not shudder? art thou not smaz'd? 
Art thou not cold and blasted with my touch? 
Is not thy blood congeal'd? does no black horror 
Fill thy presA^^ini^ soul? look at these hands; 
Julia! they're stained with blood; blood, Julia, blood! 
Nay, look upon them* 

Julia, Ah! I dare not^mood! 

OrL Tes, thou dear false one, with the noblest blood 
That ever stainM a dark assassin's hand. 
Httd nat thy letter with the guilty message 
To meet thee here this hour, blhided my honour. 
And wxoi^htmy passion into burning fincAzy, 
"Whole worlds should not have bribed me. 

JuUa. Letter and message? 

I sent thee none. 

OH. Then Bertraoid has betray'd me! 

And I have done a deed beyond all reach, * 
All hope of mercy-- 1 have murder'd Rivers. 

JvUa. Oh! iSkefaUf into her nudd'ettrme,) 

OrL O rich reward which Love prepares for murder! 
Thus hell repays its instruments! 

JEn$er Guilofobb -with eerocmU. 

GmL Where is he? 

Whete is this midnight murderer? this assassin^ 
TUs is the place Orlando's servant nam'd. 

OrL The storm comes on« 'Tis Guildford, good old 
man! 
BtlMld the wretch accurst of heaven and thee. 

ChdL Accurst of both indeed. How, Julia fitintingi 

OrL She's pure as holy truth; she was deceived. 
And so was L 

GuO. Who tempted thee to tidt? 

OrL Love, hell* and Bertirand. 

Juiia'{reeeTerin^.) Give me back my 1£:veri; 

1 wiU ix>t live without him.-.-Oh, mj fiitlinl 
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GuiL Fattier! Pm none; I am no tmare Aii4i«n 
I hftve no child; my son is basely murder'd, 
Andmy sweet daughter at the &tal news 
Is quite bereft of reason. 

OrL Seize me, bind me: 

If death's too great a mercy» kt me live: 
Drag me to some damp dungeon's horrid gloom^ 
Deep as the centre, dark as my offences; 
Come, do your office, take my sword: oh, Bertrand, 
Yet ere I perish, could it reach thy heart! 

CTheif %eize Orlaitbo*) 

Julia. I will not long survive thee, oh, my Rivers! 
Enter Rivers with a dagger. 

JUv, Who caUs on Rivers with a voice so sad, 
60 full of sweetness? 

GviU Ah, my son! 

JvHUu 'Tis he, 'tis hej 

Julia and Rivsbs run into each other^t onmy Oklahb* 
break* from tfte guards and falU on hi* knees* 

OrU He lives, he lives! the god-like Rivers lives! 
Hear it, ye host of heaven! witness, ye ssunts! 
Recording angels, tell it in your songs; 
Breathe it, celestial spirits, to your lutes. 
That Rivera lives! 

JuUa, Explain this wond'rous happiness! 

Hiv. Twas Bertrand whom Orlando killed; t]ie traitoP, 
Has with his dying breath confess'd the whole. 

OrL Good sword, I thank thee! 

Biv. In the tangled maze 

Orlando miss'd the path he was to take. 
And pass'd through that where Bertrand lay conceal'd 
To watch th' event: Orlando thought 'twas me. 
And that I pUy'd him false: the walk was daric. 
In Bertrand's bloody band I found this dagger. 
With whidi be meant to take my life; but ham 
Were you alarm'd^ 
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€tuiL One of Orlando's men, 

Whom wealth could never bribe to join in murder*-— 

€}rL Murder! I bribe to murder? 
jUu^ No; *tw«s Bertrand 

Brib'd them to that curst deed: he lov'd my sister. 

OrL Exquisite villain? 

GuiL Fly to Emmelina, 

If any spark of reason yet remain. 
Tell her the joyful news.— Alas, die's here! 
Wildly she flies!— Ah, my distracted child! 
Enter Exmelina distracted. 

Emm. Off, oiF! I viU have way! ye shall not hold mo: 
I come to seek my lord; is he not here? 
Tell me, ye vir^^, have ye seen my love. 
Or know you where his flocks repose at noon? 
My love is comely— «ure you must have seen him; 
^is thcL great promiser! who vows and swears; 
The peijur'd youth! who deals in oaths and htesiki them. 
In truth he might deceive a wiser maid. 
I lov'd him once; he then was innocent; 
He wis no murderer then, indeed he was not; 
He had not kill'd my brother. 

iZro. Nor has he now; 

Thy brother lives. 

JEmm. I know t^-yes, he lives 

Among the cherd>im. Murd'rers too will live: 
But where? FU tdl you where-.down, down, down, down. 
How deep it is! 'tis fathomless— 'tis dark! 
No— there's a pale blue flame— ah, poor Orlando! 

Ouil. My heart will burst. 

Orl, Pierce mine, and that will ease it 

Emnu (cornea up to her father.) I knew a maid who 
lov'd— but she was mad- 
Fond foolish girl! Thank heav'n, I am not mad; 
Yet the afflicting angel has been with me; 
But do not tell my fiither, he would grieve; 
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Sweet, good, old man— perhaps he'd weep to hear it: 

I never saw my father weep but once; 

ril tell you when it was— I did not weep; 

Twas when^-but soft, my brother must not brow it, 

Twas when his poor fond daughter was fiefus*d. 

Guil, Who can bear this? 

OrL I will not live to bear it. 

Emm. (cornea up to Orlando.) Take comfort, ^OU 
poor wretch! Fll not appear 
Against thee, nor shall Rivers; but blood must. 
Blood will appear; there's no concealing blood. 
What's that? my brother's ghost— it vamshes; 

(Catchea hold of Riven.) 
Stay, take me with Ihee, take me to the sides; 
I have thee fiist; thou shalt not go without me. 
But hold-4nay we not take the murd'rerwith ui? 
That look says—No. Why then I'll not go with thee. 
Yet hold me &8t— 'tis daric— I'm lost— rm gone. (Diet*) 

Orl. One crime makes many needful: this day's sin 
Blots out a life of virtue* Crood old man! 
My bosom bleeds ibr thee; thy child is dead. 
And I the cause. Tis but a poor atonement; 
But I can make no other. (Stabe himeelf,) 

Riv, What hast thou done? 

Orl. Fill'd up the measure of my sins. Oh, mercy! 
Eternal goodness, pardon this last guilt! 
Rivers, thy hand!— farewell! forgive me, heaven! 
Yet is it not an act which bars forg^eness. 
And shuts the door of grace forever?— Oh! (Die$.) 
^The curtain falls f toft muHc*) 
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SFOKES* BT MR. LEB LBWE8. 

Vbhavd me, gentlemen, by heaven, I say, 
rU make a ghost of him who bars my way. 

[^JBefdnd the fcenesr. 

Forth let me come — A Poetaster true. 
As lean as £nvy, and as baneiiil too; 
On thie dull audience let me rent myrag^. 
Or drive these female scribblers from the stage. 
I'or scene or history, weVe none but these. 
The law of lib^ty and Wit they seize; 
In Tragic— Comic— Pastoral— they dare to please. 
Each puny Bard must surely burst with spite. 
To find that women with such fame can write: 
But, oh, your partial favour is the cause. 
Which feeds their follies with such Ml applause. 
Yet still our tribe shall seek to blast their fame 
And ridicule each fair pretender*s aim; 
Where the dull duties of domestic life. 
Wage with the Muse's toils eternal strife. 

What motley cares Gorilla's mind perplex, 
While msdds and metaphors conspire to rex! 
In studious dishabille behold her sit, 
A letter'd gossip and a housewife wit; 
At once invoking, though for different views. 
Her gods, her cook, her milliner, and muse. 
Round her strew'd room a frippery chaos lies, 
A chequer'd wreck of notable and wise; 
Bills, books, caps, couplets, combs, a vary'd mass, 
Opprcis the toilet, and obscure the glass; 
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Unfinish'd here an epigram is laid. 
And ihertf a mantuami^r'a bill unpaid; 
Here new4)om plays foretaste the town's applause^ 
There, domuuit patterns pine for fu^ire gauze; 
A moral essay now is all her care, 
A satire next, and then a bill «f iutt 
A scene she now projects, and now a dish. 
Here's act the first— and here — ^remove wkh fish. 
Kow while this eye in a fine frenzy rolls, 
That, soberly casts up a bill for coals; 
Black pins and daggers in one leaf she sticks. 
And tears, and thread, and balls, and thimbles mix. 

Sappho, 'tis true, long vers'd in epic song, 
^or years esteem'd all household studies wrong; 
When dire mishap, though neither shame nor am, 
Sappho, herself and not her muse, lie9 in. 
The virgin Nine in terror fly the bower. 
And matron Juno claims despotic power; 
Soon Gothic hags the dasuc pile o'ertum^ 
A caudle-cup supplants the sacred urn; 
Nor books, nor impteraents escape thair rage^ 
They spike the inkstand, and they vend the pi^^ 
Poems and plays one barbarous fate partake, 
Ovid and Plautus sufler at the stake. 
And Aristotle's only sav'd— to wrap plum-cake. 

Yet, shall a woman tempt the tragic scene? 
And dare— but hold— I must repress my spleen, 
I see your hearts are pledg'd to her applause. 
While Shakspeare's spirit seems to aid her cause; 
Well pleas'd to aid— since o'er his sacred bier 
A female liand did ample trophies i-ear. 
And gave the greenest laurel that is wordupp'd tibere. 
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INFLEXIBLE CAPTIVE. 
4 thagebt. 

ZNFIVBACIU 
As it wat Mted at tke Itestre Bo|«l at Bath. 



Tlw man rewl?^ and tteadj tahii tnitt, 
laflexibla ta ill ,and •Utinatdy jast. 
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TO THE 

HONOURABLE MRS. BOSCAWEN. 

SEAR XADAKy 

It seems somewhat extraordinary, that although 
with persons of great merit and deUcacy, no virtue 
stands in higher estimation than truth; yet in such an 
address as the present, there would he some danger of 
offending them by a strict adherence to it: I mean by 
uttering truths so generally acknowledged, that every 
one except the person addressed would acquit the wrir 
ter of flattery. And it will be a sing^ar circumstance 
to see a dedication without praise, to a lady possessed 
of every quality and accomplishment which can justly 
entitle her to it I am, dear madam, 

With great respect, your most obedient, 

And very obliged humble servant, 

THE AUTHOH. 
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AifOirG the great names which have done honour to 
antiquity in general, and to the Roman republic in par- 
ticular, that of Marcus Attilius Regulus has, by the 
general consent of all ag^s, been considered as one of the 
most respectable, since he not only sacrificed his labours, 
his liberty, and his life for the good of his country, but 
by a greatness of soul, almost peculiar to himself, con- 
trived to make his very misfortunes contribute to that 
glorious end. 

After the Romans had met with various successes in 
the first Punic war, under the command of Regulus, vic- 
tory at length declared for the opposite party, the Ro- 
man army was tottdly overthrown, and Regulus himself 
taken priscmer, by Xantippus, a lAcedemonian general 
in the service of the Carthaginians: the victorious ene- 
my, exulting in so important a conquest, kept him many 
years in close imprisonment, and loaded him with the 
most cruel indignities. They thought it was now in 
their power to make their own terms with Rome, and de- 
termined to send Regulus thither, with their ambassa- 
dor, to neg^iate a peace, or at least an exchange of cap- 
tives, thinking he would gladly persuade his countrymen 
to discontinue a war, which necessarily prolonged his 
o^tiWty. They previously exacted fi^m him an oath 
to return should his embassy prove unsuccessfiil; at the 
same time giving him to imderstand, that he must ex- 
pect to sufKsr a cruel death if he failed in it; this they 
artfully intimated as the strongest motive for him t« 
kjtve n% means unattempted to accomplish their purpose, 
p 2 
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At the unexpected amyal of this Tenenble heio the 
Bomans expremed the wildest ttansports of joy, and 
would have submitted to almost any condi^ns to pio- 
core his enlargement; but Begulus, so far from availing^ 
himsdf of his in^ueaee with the sefaate to obtain aay 
personal advantages, employed it to induce them to i«- 
jeet preposalii so endeittly tending to dishoDOMr their 
eountry* declaring his fixed resolution to return to boft* 
dage and deaths rather than violate his oath. 

ite at last extorted from them their consent; and de- 
parted amidst the tears of his family, the inqx>rtunitie8 
of his friends, the applauses of the senate, and the tu- 
multoouB opposition of the pec^le; and, as a great poet 
of his own nation beautifully observes, ^ he embarked tat 
Carthage as calm and unconcerned, as if, pafinishing the 
tedious lawsuits of his clients, he was retiring to Yena- 
frism fields, or the sweet country of Tarentum.** 



QCJr'Hiis piote is i^ietty dose imitatien of the «f«. 
HNa Regsh of Metastasio, but enlarge and extended in. 
to a tragedy of five acts. HistcRical truth has in genet- 
ral been fii^Qfired, except in aome less essential instancei^ 
partieolaffly that of placing the return of Reguloa to 
Bdine posterior to the death of his w^e. The writer 
herself never eoteideied the plot as tfttffieleiilly boatiii^ 
uiddranuEtid fcf imwit^iiiiliiin 
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WEITTEN BY THE REV. DB. LANGHORNE. 

Desf in the bosom of departed days, 

IVhere the first gems of human glory blaze; 

Where, crown'd with flowers, in wreaths immorUj dreit, 

The sacred shades of ancient virtue rest; 

With joy they search, who joy can feel, to find 

Some honest reason still to love mankind. 

There the fair foundress of the scene t04iight. 

Explores the paths that d%nify deliglfti 

The re^ons of the mighty dead penradei; 

The Sybil she that leads us to the shades. 

O may each blast of ruder breath forbear 

To waft her light leaves on the ruthless ur; 

8&ice she, as heedless, strives not to maintain 

This tender ollBpring of her teeming brain! 

For fliis t)Oor birth ^as no provision made, 

A ibweir that spruifg and hinguishM in the shftd<5. 

On Avon's banks^ forsaken and forlorn. 

This careless motiier left her elder bom; 

And though* unl&e what Avon hail'd of yore^ 

Those g^t sons that Sbakspeaie's banners bare, 

Tet may we yield this little offspring g^ace. 

And love the last and least of such a race. 

Shall the strong scenes, where senatorial Rome, 

MoumM o'er the rigour of her patriot's doom; 

Where melting Nature, aw*d by Virtue's eye. 

Hid the big drop, and held the bursting sigh; 

Where all that majesty of soul can give. 

Truth, Honour, Pity, fair Affection live; 

BbaXl scenes like these, the glory of an age, 

Gleam from the press, nor triumph on the stage) 

Forbid it, Britons! and, as Romans brave» 

like Bomanf boMt one citixen to fare. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 

RECVLUS.~>Mr. HBNDSRSOlf. 

PifBMus, his son. — ^Mr. Dimond. 
Manlius^ the consul. — Mr. Blisset. 
Liciirius, a tribune. — Mr. Bnowif. 
Hamilcar, the Carthaginian 7 « „ 

ambassador. j Mr. Rowbothim. 

Attilia, daughterof Bcguhis.— Miss Mahseli. 
Baecb, a Carthaginian captive.— Miss Wheeuk. 

Guards, lictors, people, &c. 

Scene-^JVear the gatet of Rome, 
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ACT I. 

Scene — ^ hallin the consult* 'palace. 
Enter Licf kius, Attxxia, lictor* and people, 

Xdc, Attzlia Wftiting here? Is't possible! 
Is this a place for Reg^us's daughter? 
•Just gods! must that incomparable maid 
Assocutte here with Uctcnrs and plebeians! 

Att. Tea, o^ this threshold patiently I wait 
The consul's coming} I woi4d make him Uiiak 
To see me here his suitor. O Licinius, 
This is no time for form and cold deconuB; 
Five lagg^g years have cr^t their tedious rovnd. 
And Regulus^ alas! is still a slave; 
A wretched slave« unpitied, and forgotten; 
Ko other tribute paid his memory. 
Than the sad tears of his unhi^py child; 
If «Ae be sUent, who will speak for Reguhis? 

Lie. Let not her sorrows make my fiiir uiygat. 
Is there in Rome a heart so dead to virtue 
That does not beat in fiegulus's cause? 
That wearies not the gods for his return! 
That does not think all subjugated Afric, 
A slender, unimportant acquisition. 
If, in return for this extended empire. 
The freedom of thy father be the purchase? 
These aze the foelhigQ of imperial Rome; 
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My own, it were ti^ierfluout to dedaze. 
For iflAcirdus were to weigh his merit. 
That he's ihyfathor were gufficient glory. 
fie was my leader, train'd iDe up to armss 
And if I boast a spark of Roman honour^ 
I owe it to Ha precepts and Ait virtues* 

JUt. And yet I have not seen liciaius stir. 

Idc, Ah! spare me thy reproaches — what, when late 
A private citizen, could I attempt? 
•Twas not tlie lust of power, or pride of rank. 
Which made me seek the dignity of tribune; 
IJo, my Attilia, but I fondly hop*d 
'Twould strengthen and enforce the just request, 
Which as Si private man 1 vainly urg^d; 
But now, the people's representative, 
I shall demand^ Attilia, to be heard. 

Atu Ah! let us not too hastily apply 
This dangVous remedy; I would not nmse 
Fresh tumults 'twixt the people and the senate: 
Each viewft with jealousy the idol, power. 
Which, each possessing, would alike abuse. 
What one demands the other still denies. 
Might / advise you, try a gentler method; 
I know that every moment Rome expects 
Th* ambassador of Carthage, nay, 'tis said 
The conscript fathers are already met 
To give him audience in BeUona's temple. 
There might the consul at my suit, Licinius, 
Propose the ransom of my captive father. 

Idc. Ah! think, Attiha, who that consul is, 
Manlius, thy father's rival, and his foe: 
His ancient rival, and his £oq profess'd: 
To hope in him, my/air, were fond delusion. 

Att. Yet though his rival, ManHus is a Bf>mn^' 
Nor will he tliink of private enmities, 
Wcjgh'd m the balance with the good of Rome.- 
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let me at least make trial of his honour. 

Idc. Be it so, my fair! but elsewhere make Mxy smtj 
Let not the consul meet Attilia here^ 
Confounded with the reftise of the people. ^ s ■ 

Att. Yes, I will see him Aere, e'en here^ Licinius. 
Let ManUu9 blush, not me.- Here vrill I speak. 
Here shall he answer me. 

I4c, Behold he comes. 

Att. Do thou retire. 

I4c, ' O bless me with a look. 

One parting look at least. 

Att. Know, my Liciniuii, 

That at this momMit I am all \hQ daughter , 
The filial feelings now possess my soul. 
And other passions find no entrance there. 

Iac. O sweet, yet powerful influence of virtue. 
That charms though cruel, though unkind subdues. 
And what was love, exalts to admuwtion! 
Yes, 'tis the privilege of souls like thine 
To conquer most when least they aim at conquest. 
Yet, ah! vouchsafe to think upon Licinius, 
Nor fear to rob thy father of his due; 
For surely virtue and the gods approve 
Unwearied constancy and spotless love. \_Exit Licinius. 
Enter Manlius. 

Att. Ah! Manlius, stay, a moment stay, and hear m'e. 

Man. I did not think to meet thee here, Attilia; 
The place so little worthy of the guest. 

Att. It would indeed have ill become Attili^ 
While still her father was a Roman citizen; 
But for the daughter of a slave to Carthage, 
It surely is most fitting. 

Man. Say, Attilia, 

What is the pui^e of «iy commg hither? 
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Att. What is tbe {mrpMe, patitfnee, pityia^ HetvniC 
Tdl me, how Vongi to Roin^s eterttil riumie. 
To fill with horror all the w<md'riii|f worlds 
My father still mUst groftn in mmic chttnt. 
And waste iQi<& tedioiis houlv in crtftl b(fiida|^ 
Bays follow dayt^ and yetfs to yemrs fiicceed^ 
And Rome forgets her hero, is content 
That Regulus be a i^gotten slave. 
What is his crime? is it that he prefeiyd 
His couittry^s profit to his children's good?^ 
Is it th' unshaken firmness of his soul. 
Just, uncorrupt, and, boasting, let me speak iV 
Poor in the highest dignities of Rome? 
Illustrious crime! O glorious poverty! 

Jian. But know, Attilia 

•^t, O have patience with iKir^ 

And can ung^teftQ Rtne so soon forget? 
Can those who breathe the air he breatii'd ibfgtt 
The gpreat, the godlike virtues of my Esther F 
There's not a part of Rome but speaks his prane.' 
The ttreeu — thro* them the hero pass'd tnumphantr 
The forum — ^there the legi^tor plaan'd 
The wisest, purest law»— the senate house- 
There 8p6ke the patPioi Aomaii'— there Im ikjUc^ 
Secured the public safety: Manlius, yes; 
The wisdom of his councils match'd his valour. 
Enter the templet — amount the capital^ 
And tell me, Manlius, to what hand but Am 
They owe their trophies, and their ornaments. 
Their foreign- banners, and their boasted ensigns,. 
Tarentine» Punic, and Sicilian spoils? 
Nay e'en tiiose lictors- who precede thy steps, 
Tl^s consul's purple which invests thy limbs,. 
All, all were Regulus's^were my father's. 
And yet this hero, this exalted patriot,- 
This iMn of Yirtue>^thia immortal Romany. 
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Ib base requtUl for llit Setvicet, 
Is left to linger out a Ufe in cimins. 
Ho honors p^dd him but a daughter's tears. 
Borne! O Uegulus! O thankless citkie&s! 

Man, Just are thy tears— Thy &ther well deaervttt 
them; 
Btft kfio'^r thy censure is unjust, Atiilia. 
The fate of ftegulus is felt by all: 
We know and mourn the cruel woes he silffers 
From barbarous Cartba^. 

Jltt. Manlius, you mistake; 

Alas! it is not Carthage which is barbarous; 
'Tis Rome, ungrateAil Rome, is |:he barbarian; 
Carthage but punishes a (be professed. 
But Rome betrays her hero and her father: 
Carthage remembers how be slew her sons. 
But Rome forgets the blood he shed for /«er. 
Carthage revenges an acknowledged foe» 
But Rome with basest perfidy rewards 
The glerious hand that bound her brow with laurels! 
Which now is the barbarian, Rome or Carthage? 

Man. What can be done? 

Jttt. A womsn shall i^rm you. 

Convene the senate; let them strait propose 
A ransom, or exchange for Regulus, 
To Africa's ambassador. l)o this. 
And heaven's best blessings crown your days with peace* 

Man, 1 hou speakest like a ^ughter, I, Attilia 
Must as a contul act; I must consult 
The good of Rome, and with her good, her glory. 
Would it not tarnish her unspotted fame. 
To stie to Carthage on the terms thou wishest? 

Att. Ah! rather own thou'rt still my father's <be. 

Man, UngenHDUs maici! no fault of mine concuiT'd 

VOL. XI. % 
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To his destruction. T^as the chance of war* 
Farewell! ere this the senate is assembled— 
My presence is requir'd.— ^-8peak to the fathers^ 
And try to soften their austerity; 
My rigour they may render vain, for know, 
I am Rome's corutdf not her kingr, Attilia. 

[_Exit Mavlius vdth the Uctorst^^e. 
Att, (alone.) This flattering hope, alas! has piof'd 
ahortive. 
One consul is our foe, the other absient. 
What shall the sad Attilia next attempt? 
Suppose I crave assistance from the people! 
Ah! my unhappy &th£r, on what hazards^ 
What strange vicissitudes, what various turns. 
Thy life, thy liberty, thy all depends! 

Enter Barce {in haste.) 
JBarce. Ah, my Attilia! 

Att, Whence this eager haste? 

Barce. Th' ambassador of Carthage is arriv'd. 
Att, And why does that excite such wondrous trans- 
port? 
Barce, I bring another cause of greater still. 
Att. Name it, my Barce. 

Barce. Begnlut comes with him. 

Att. My father! can it be? 

Barce. Thy father ^Regulus. 

• • Att. Thou art deceived, or thou deceiv'st thy friend. 
Baree. Indeed I saw him not, but every tongue 
Speaks the glad tiding^. 

JSn^er PuBLius. 
Jttt, See where Publius comes. 

Pub, My sister, Vm transported! Oh Attilia, 
He's here,.our.father— Regulus is come! 

Ait. I thank you, gods: O my full heart! where is he? 
Hasten, my brother, 1^, O lead me to him. 
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Pub, It is too soon: restrain thy fond impatience. 
With Africa's ambassador he waits. 
Until th' assembled senate ^ve him audience. 

Att, Where was he Pablius when thou saw'st hiA 
first? 

Pub. You know, in quality of Roman quxstor. 
My duty His to find a fit abode 
For all ambassadors of foreign states. 
Hearing the Carthaginian was arriv'd, 
I hasten'd to the port, when, O just godsl 
No foreigner, no fije, no African 
Salutes my eye, but Regulus— — my father! 

Att. Oh mighty joy! too exquisite delight! 
What said the hero? tell me, tell me all^ 
And ease my anxious breast. 

Ptt*. a« I arriv'd. 

My father stood already on the shore. 
Fixing his eyes with anxious eagerness. 
As straining to descry the capitol. 
I saw, and flew with transport to embrace him, 
Pronounc'd with wUdest joy the name of father— 
With reverence seiz'd his venerable hand. 
And woidd have kiss'd it; when the awful hero. 
With that stem g^randeur which made Carthage tremble> 
Drew back-— stood all collected in himself. 
And swd austerely — Know, thou rash young man. 
That slaves in Rome have not the rights o^ fathers. 
Then askM, if yet the senate was assembled. 
And where? which having heard, without indulging 
The fond effusions of his soul, or mine. 
He suddenly retir'd. I flew with speed 
To find tHe consul, but as yet, success 
Attends not;my pursuit. Direct me to him. 

Bar, Publius, you'll find him in BeUona's temple. 
Att, Then Regulus returns to Rome a slave! 
Pub» Yes, but be comforted; I know he brings 
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Prepofftk for a peace; his will's hU &te. 

•i/f. Rome may perhaps refuse to treat of peace. 

Pub. Didst thou behold the universal joy 
At his return, thou would*st pot doubt success- 
There's not a ton^e in Rome but, wild with transporti 
Proclaims aloud that Regulus is come! 
The streets are filled with thronging mujltitu4ei» 
Pressing with eag^r g^ze to catch a loot^ 
The happy man who can descry him first. 
Points him to his next neighbour, he to hia^ 
Then what a thunder of applause goes round; 
What music to the ear of fijlial love! 
Attilia! not a Roman eye was seen. 
But shed pure teara of exquisite deUght. 
Judge of my feelings by thy own, my sister. 
By the large measure of thy fond affection. 
Judge mine. 

JttL Where is Licinius? find hiin out; 

My joy is incomplete till he partakes it. 
When doubts and fears have rent my anxKMAS heat^ 
In all my woes lie kindly bore a part; 
Felt all my sorrows with a soul sincere, 
Sigh'd a^ X sigh'd, and number'd tear for tear: 
Now favouring heav'n my ardent vows has blest^ 
He shall divide the tran^rts of my breast, 

\_Exit Amwa. 

Pub. Barce, adieu! 

Sar. Publius, a moment hear me. 

Know'st thou the name of Afirica's ambassador? 

Pub. Hamilcar. 

Bar. SonofHanno? 

Pub. Yes! the same. 

Bar. Ah me! HamilcarW-How shall I support it! 

iamde.) 

Pub. Ah, charn^ng maid! the bipod fomkes thy 
cheek: 
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Is he tlie rival of thy Publlus? speak. 
And tell me all the rigour of my fate: 

£ar. Hear me, my lord. Since I have been thy slave. 
Thy goodness, and the friendship of Attilia, 
Have soften'd all the horrors of my fate. 
. Till now I have not felt the weight of bondage. . 
Till now — ah, Publius! — ^think me not ungrateful, 
I would not wrong thee — ^I will be sincere — 
I will expose the weakness of my soul. 
Know then, my lord — ^how shall I tell thee all? 

Pub. Stop, cruel maid, nor wound thy Publius more- 
1 dread the fatal frankness of thy words: 
Spare me the pain of knowing I am scom'dj 
And if thy heart's devoted to another. 
Yet do not tell it me; in tender pity 
Do not, my fair, dissolve the fond illusion. 
The dear delightful visions I have form'd 
Of future joy, and fond exhaustless love. 

[^Exit Publius. 
£ar, {alone.) And shall I see him then, see my Ua- 
milcar. 
Pride of my soul, and lord of all my wishes? 
The only man in all our burning Afric 
Who ever taught my bosom how to love! 
Down, foolish heart! be calm* my busy thoughts! 
If at his name I feel these strange emotions. 
How shall I see, how meet my conqmeijor? 
O let not tl^ose presmne to judge of joy 
Who ne'er have felt the pangs which absence gives. 
Sudi tender transport those alone can prove. 
Who long, like me, have known disastrous Loye; 
The tears that ^11, the sighs that once were paid. 
Like grateful incense on his altur laid; 
The lambent flame rekindle, not destroy. 
And w:oes re^nember'd heighten present joy. [Exit. 
<t2 
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ACT ir. 

Scene — The inside of the temple of Bellona — SeatM fir 
the senators and afnbcusadors — Uctors guarding the 
entrance. 

M AVLktfs, PfFB&xvs, tmd Setm»€*^, 

Man. Let Regulus be sent for to our presence; 
And with Mm the ambiuisador of Carthage. 
Is it then true the foe would treat of peace? 

Pub. They wish at least our captives weref.xchang*d, 
And send my fsither to declare their wish: 
If he obtain it, well: if not, then Regulus 
Betums to meet the vengeance of the foe, 
And pay -for your refusal with his blood: 
He ratified this treaty with his oath. 
And, 'ere he quitted Carthage, heard, unmov'd. 
The drefidful preparations for his death. 
Should he return. O Romans! O my countrymen! 
Can you resign your hero to your foe? 
Say, can you give up Regulus to Carthag^e? 
Man. Peace, Publius, peace, for see thy father coijaes. 

Enter H^uilcar and Rbcui.vs* 
Ham, Why do9l thou %iaf^\ doft tfaeu forget tMt 
temjde? 
I thought these m^Ski bad been well known to Regulitt! 

Reg. Hamilcar! I waa tbibkinf^ vfhaX I was 
When hist I saw them, aad what now I ash. 

Ham. (to the eonHd.) Carnage by ne to Bdme this 
greeUng^ sends. 
That wearied oi^ at leng«li witii 4doo^ war. 
If Rome inclines to peaoe she offers it. 

Man. We wiU at leisune baawer tkee. Be s6M)ed. 
Come, Regulus, resume tfaifie ancient place. 

Beg, (jmnting to the «e«af9r#.} Wko then are theie? 
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J7e^. And who art thou! 

Man, What mean'st thou? Fm her consul; 

Hast thou so soon forgotten Manlius? 

JRe^B And shall a $lave then have a place in Rome,* 
AoKHig her consuls and her senators? 

Man. Ye8!-^W>r her herwet Rome forgets her towt/ 
Softens their harsh austerity for thee. 
To whom she owes her conquests and her triumphs! 

J2tff . Rome may forget, but Reg^lus remembers. 

Man, Was ever man so obstinately good? {atide,) 

Puh, (riHng^.) Fathers! your pardon. I can sit no 
longer — (to the ienatora,) 

Reg. Publius, what dost thou mean? 

Pub, To do my duty: 

Where Regulus must stand, shall Publius sit? 

Reg, Alas! O Rome, how are thy manners chang'd! 
When kst I left thee, 'ere I sail'd for Afric, 
It was a crime to think of private duties 
When public cares requir'd attention.— -Sit, 
(7^ Publius.) And learn to occupy thy place with 
honour. 

Pub, Forgive me, sir, if I revise obedience: 
My heart o'erflows with duty to my fkther. 

Reg, Know, PubUus^ that duty^ ait an end; 
Thy father died when he became a slave. 

Man, Now urge thy suit^ Hftmilear, we attend. 

Ham. Afric !uUi chosen RegiUut her measenger. 
In him, both Cartilage and Hamilcar speaks 

Man, {f Regnhu.) We ave preptt'd to hear thee. 

Ham. (to fiegidue.) *£re thou apeak'st. 

Maturely weigh what thou hast swioni to do^ 
Should Rome refuse to treat with ua of pe«ee. 

Reg, Wfaai I ham wwnm I will MBA, Hamilcar. 
Besatttfied. 
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Pub, Ye giurdian gods of Some, 

With your own eloquence inspire him now! 

Iie£r. Carthage by me this^ embassy has sent: 
If Rome will leave her undisturb'd possession 
Of all she now enjoys, she offers peace/ 
But if you ratlier wish protracted war. 
Her next proposal is, exchange qf captivet/'-''^ 
If you demand advice of RegtUut, 
Reject them both. 

Ham. What dost thou mean? 

Pub. My father! 

Man, Exalted fortitude! Tm lost in wonder {ande,) 

Beg, Romans! 1 will not idly spend my breath. 
To show the dire effects of such a peace; 
The foes, who beg it, show their dread of war. 

Man. But the exchange of prisoners thou proposeot? 

Be^. That artfiU scheme conceals some Punic fraud. 

Ham, Roman, beware! hast thou so soon forgotten? 

Beg. I will fulfil the treaty I have sworn to. 

Pub. All will be ruin'd. 

Beg, Ck)nscript Others! hear me«-;-<*>- 

Though this exchange teems with a thousand ills. 
Yet, 'tis th' example I would deprecate. 
This trea^ fix*d, Rome's honour is no more. 
Should her degOAerate sons be promis'd life. 
Dishonest life, and worthless liberty. 
Her glory, valour, military pride. 
Her fame, her fortitude, h^ all were lost 
What honest captive of them all would wish 
With shame to enter her imperial gates. 
The flagrant scourge of slavery oahis bac]^'.. 
None, none, my friends, would wish a fate^so vile. 
But those base cow«rds who reaign'd their arms, 
Unstain'd with hostile blood, and poorly sued. 
Through ignominious fear of death, for bondage; 
The scorn, the laugl^er of th' insulting foe. 
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shamet shune! shame! eternal infamy! 

Man, However hurtfiil this eorcAc^e may be. 
The liberty, the life of Regr^^us, 
More than compensates foss it 

Beg, Thou art mistatawi.*— ^ 

This Regulus if a mere mortal man. 
Yielding apace to all th' Infirmities 
Of weak, decaying nature^— *— I am old. 
Nor can my future, feeble services 
Assist my country much; but mark me well: 
The young fierce heroes you'd restore to Carthage, 
In lieu of this old man, are her chief bulwaika. 
Fathers! in vigorous youth this well-strung arm 
Fought for my country, fou^it and eonquer*d fi)r her: 
That was the time to prize its service high. 
Kow, weak and nerveless, let the foe possess it. 
For it can harm them in the field no more. 
I^t Carthage have the poor, degrading triumph 
To close these failing eyea^^but, O my countrymen! 
Check their vain hopes, and show aspiring Afiric 
That heroes are the common growth of Rome. 

Mm. Unequall'd fortitude. 

Pub. O fiital virtue! 

HavK. What do I hear? this constancy confimnds me. 

Man. (to the ienatart.) h^t honour be the spring of 
all our actions, 
Not interest, father^. Let no selfish views 
Preach safety at the price of truth and justice. 

Beg, If Rome would thank me, I will teach her how. 
—Know, fathers, that these savage AfHcans 
Thought me so base, so very low of soul, 
That the poor wretched privilege of breathing. 
Would force me to betray my country to them. 
Have these barbarians any tortures left. 
To match the cruelty of such a thought? 
Bevenge me, fathers! andTm still a Roman. 
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Arm^ arm yourselves, prepare your citizens. 
Snatch your imprisoned eagles from their fanes, 
Fly to the shores of Carthage, force her gates. 
Dye every Roman sword in Punic blood — 
^d do such deeds— that when I shall return 
(Aj3 1 have sworn, and am resolved to do) 
I may behold with joy reflected back. 
The terrors of your rage in the dire visages 
Of my astonish'd executioners. 

ffam. Surprise has chill'd my blood! I'm lost m wwider! 

Pub. Does no one answer? must my father perish? 

Mm. Romans, we must defer th* important question; 
Maturest councils must determine on it. 
Rest we awhile:— -^-Nature requires some pause 
From high r^'d admiration. Thou, Hamilcar, 
Shalt shortly know our final resolution. 
Meantime, we go to supplicate the gods. 

JRe^. Have you a doubt remaining! Manlius, speak. 

Man. Yes, Regulus, I think the danger less 
To lose th' advantage thy advice sug^g^ests. 
Than would accrue to Rome in losing thee. 
Whose wisdom might direct, whose valour guard her. 
Athirst for glory thou wouldst rush on death, 
And for thy country's sake wouldst greatly perish. 
Too vast a sacrifice thy zeal requires. 
For Rome must bleed when Regulus expires. 

[^Exeunt Consul and Sfifiatorf. 

Manenf UzGviiVS, Purlius, Hamilcar; to them enter 
Attilia anJLiciifius. 
Mam. Does Regulus fulfil his promise thus? 
JReg; Pve promis'd to return, and I wiU do it. 
Jttt, My &ther! think a moment. 
Lie, Ah! my fri^d! 

Idc. and Att. O by this hand we beg— 
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Beg, Away! no mote. 

Thanks to Rome's guardian gods Fm yet a slave! 
And will be still a slave to make Rome free! 

Att, Was the exchange refus'd? Oti ease my fears. 

Me£^. Publios! conduct Hamilcar and myself 
To the abode thou haat for each provided. 

Mt. A foreign residence? a. strange abode? 
And wiU my father spurn his hous^old gods? 

Pub. My sire a stranger? — ^Will he taste no more 
The smiling blessings of his cheerful home? 

Meg^. Dost thou not know the laws of Rome forbid 
A foe's ambassador within her gates? 

Pub, This rig^d law does not extend to the^ 

Reg. Yes; did it not aUke extend to all, 
Twere tjrranny. — ^Tbe law rights every man. 
But favours none. 

wJ«. Then, O my father, 

AUow thy daughter to partake thy fitte! 

Beg. Attilia! no. The present exigence 
I^emands far other thoughts, than the sc^t cares. 
The fond eifusions, the delightful weakness. 
The dear affections 'twixt the child and parent 

^fi. How is my father chang'd from what Fve 
known him! 

Seg. The fate of Regulus b diang'd, not Regulus. 
I am the same; in laurels or in chains 
Tis the same principle; the same fix'd soul. 
Unmoved itself, though circumstances change. 
The native vigour of the free-born mind. 
Still struggles with, still conquers adverse fortune: 
Soars above chains, invincible though vanquish'd. 

[^Exeunt Rsgulvs and Publivs. 
Attilia, Hamilcar going, enter Bxrcz. 

Barce, Ah! my Hamilcar. 

Bam, Ah! my long-lost Barce: 

^p^ I lose thee; Regulus rejects 
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Th* exchange ti prisoners Africa proposes. 
H y hearths too ML^'-Oh I have much to say! 

Barce, Yet you unkindly leave ne» and say noihiaf. 

Bam, Ah! didst thou knre as thy Hamiiear l«tes. 
Words were superfluous; in nty ^resy my Baroe^ 
Thou*dst read ^ tender eloquence of love, 
Th' uneounterfeiled language of my heart. 
A single look betrays the 9wjX*% soft feelings. 
And shows imperfect speech o^ little wturth. 

[jBjdl HAiftzcia. 

AtH. My father then conspires hb own destntttioo. 
Is it not so? 

Barce, Indeed I fear it much; 
But as the s^iate has not yet resolv'dy 
There is some room fer hope: loose not a moteent; 
And, ere the conscript fethers are assembled. 
Try all the powers of winning eloquence, 
Badi gentle art of feminine persuasion. 
The love of kindred and tiie faith of friends. 
To bend the rig^ Itomans to thy purpose. 

AtH. Tes, Barce, I will go; I will exert 
My little pow^» though hopeless of success. 
Undone Attilia! felTn from hope's gay heights 
Down the dread precipice of deep despair. 
So some tir'd manner the coast espies. 
And his lov'd home explores with straining eyes; 
Prepares with j(^ to quit the treach^xms deep, 
Hush'd every wave, uad every wind asleep; 
But ere he lands upon the well known shore^ 
Wild storms arise, and furious billows roar. 
Tear the fbnd wretch from all his hopes awi^, 
And dth^ Mb shattered bark agaia to sta. 
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ACT III. 

Sciiie"-^ portico of a palace wthfui the j>a<M •/ M( 
The abode of the Carthaginian ambaaaador* 

Enter Rkoulvs and Pvbi^zvs meeting. 

Beg, Ah! Publius here at such ft 6ine as Ais? 
Know^st thou th' unportant question that the f 
This very hour debate?— Tliy country's giory. 
Thy father's honour, and the puMic good? 
Dost thou know this and fondly linger here! 

Pub, They're not yet met, my father. 

Reg. Haste— Awayo-** 

Support my counsel in th' assembled senate. 
Confirm their wav'ring virtue by thy courage. 
And Regulus shall glory in his boy. 

Pub, Ah! spare thy son the most ungrateful tadc 
What! supplicate the ruin of my father? 

Reg. The good of Roiiie can never hurt her sons. 

Pub, In pity to thy children, spare thyself. 

Reg, Dost thou then think that mine's a frantic 
bravery? 
That JRegulus would rashly seek his fate? 
Publius! how httle dost thou know thy sire?— — 
BGsJud^g youth! learn, that like other men» 
1 shun the evil, and I seek the good; 
But that I find in gvilt, and tkis in virtue. 
Were it not guilt, guilt of the blackest dye. 
Even to think of fi'eedom at th* expense 
Of my dear bleeding country? to me, therefore, 
Freedom and life would be the heaviest evils; 
But to preserve that country, to restore her, 
To heal her wounds though at the price of Ufet 
^ what is dearer far, the price of liberty. 
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Is virftitf— therefore slavery and death. 
Are Regolm's good— his wbh^-his choice. 

Ptf^. Yet sure oar coontiy——- 

Iteg, Is a whoUt my Pablitw, 

Of ndiich we all are partf; rust should a citizen 
Regard hit interests as distinct from hers; 
No hopes or fears should touch his patriot soul. 
But what affect her honour or her lAiame. 
E'en when in hostile fields he hleedt to save her, 
Tis not hia blood he loses. His his countrtfa; 
He only pays her back a debt he owes. 
To her he's bound for birth and education: 
Her kno9 secure him from domeBtic feuds; 
And from the /oro^ foe her armt protect him. 
She lends him honours, dignity, and rank. 
His wrongs revenges, and his merit pays; 
And like a tender and indulgent mother. 
Loads him with comforts, and would make his state 
As blest as nature and the gods desig^d it. 
Such gifts, my son, have their alloy of ptdn^ 
And let th' unworthy wretch, who will not bear 
His portion of the public bvrden, lose 
Th' advantaget it yields — let him retire 
From the dear blessing^ of a social life. 
And from the^ sacred laws which guard thote blessings; 
Renounce the civiliz'd abodes of man. 
With kindred brutes one common shelter seek 
In horrid wilds, and dens, and dreary caves. 
And witt thehr shaggy tenants share the spoU; 
Or if the savagfe hunters miss their prey. 
From scatter'd acorns pick a scanty meal — 
Far from the sweet civilities of life; 
There let him live, and vaunt his wretched ii^edom: 
While we, obedient to the laws that guard us, 
Ouard Mf m, and live or die as they decree. 



d by Google 



THft X1IFLEXIBI.S CAPTIVE. l&T 

^ub. With reverence and astonishment I hear thee! 
Thy words, my father, have convinc'dmy reason* 
Bat caimot touch my heart—nalure denies 
€tt>edience so repugnant. Tm a son. 

JReff. A poor excuse, unworthy of a Roman! 
Brutus, Virg^nius, Manlms-*they were fathers. 

JPub, 'Tis true, th^ were^ but this beroiegrei^tiiess. 
This glorious elevation of the soul. 
Has been oonfin'd to fathers.— Rome, till now. 
Boasts not a son of such unnatural virtue. 
Who spuming all the powerful ties of blood. 
Has labour'd to procure his father's death. 

JRe£^. Then be the first to give the great example — 
G09 hasten, be thyself that son, my PubliuA. 

Pttfi. My father! ah! 

Re^, Publitts, no more$ begone— 

Attend the senate—let me kniow my fate, 
'Twill be more glorious if announced by thee. 

Pub. Too much, too much thy rigid virtue claims 
From thy unhappy son. Oh nature, nature! 

Bcff. Publius! am I a strainer, or thy father? 
In either case an obvious duty waits thee; 
If thou regard^st me as an alien here. 
Learn to prefer to mine the good of Rome: 
If as a father— reverence my c<»nmands. 

Pub. Ah! could'st thou look into my inmost soul, 
And see how warm it bums with love and duty. 
Thou would'st abate the rigour of thy words. 

Be^. Could I explore the secrets of thy breast. 
The virtue I would wish should flourish there 
Were fortitude, not weak, comphuning love. 

Pub. If thou requir'st my bloody VVi shed it all; 
But when thou dost injoin the harsher task 
That I should labour to procure thy death, 
Foirgive thy son— ^e has not so much virtue. 

(^Exit PUBLIVS. 
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Meg. Th* mfottmthowfdnm^^mf uAmmmfrnfiA 
lioset bcr wonted cAlmneM, lest the (Kfi«be 
Should doubt viuut lUMWcr to letnni to Cartiuigs, 

ye protecting deitkt of Romel 

Te guardkui god«! look down protMUoUfton h«r» 
Inspire her Moate with fowe Mortd wMo«i» 
And call up all thaf • Boiqmi in tbcar ionki 
£nur Ma VIA OS (tptakmg^,) 

See that the lictote wait, tpdgnard the totwiiflf' 
Take care that none intrude* 

JReg. Ahi MMdhialMml 

What can thia mean? 

Man. Where, whens ia B^gvhia? 

The great, the god4ik», the invincible? 
CNi let me strain the hero to my breast. 

JRt^. (oofidMi^ him.) Manlius, stand off, roaumber 
Fm a slaire! 
And thou Boi e 's conaiiL 

Man. I $m something nocei 

1 am a man enamour'd of thy virtoas; 

Thy fortitude and courage have tuhdued me. 
I -wot thy r»va/— I am «»w Xhyfnemii 
Allow me that distinction, dearer far 
Than all the honours Raase can give without ft. 

Beg^. This is the teaper still of noble aindsi. 
And these the blessing of an hombk fiMliine» 
Had I not been a tiave, I ne*er had gain'd 
The treasure of thy friendahiii. 

Mtm. leonfeaa, 

Thy grandeur cost a veil before my eyce. 
Which thy reverse of fi>rt«ne has reaoF'd! 
Oft banc I seen thee on the day of triumph, 
A conqueror of nations enter Remet 
Kow, thou haat conquer'd faritme, and i^faeffl 
Thy laurels ofl ha^e mov'd my eonl to emry. 
Thy cfaiuns awaken my respect, my reverenf^e; 
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Tben Segokui appea^d a hero to me. 
He rises bow a god. 

Jlef . Mmlkis, enoagb. 

Cease ihy applause; 'tk dangerous; praise like thine 
Ijfigbt tenipt the OMSt severe and cautious virtue. 
Bless'd be the gods, who fgjM my latter days 
With the brifbt glory of the consul's friencUup! 

Man. Forbid it Jove! said'st thou thy tatter days.^ 
May gracious heav'n to a &r diftMit hour 
Protract thy valued life. Ut'ttmy care 
To crown the Yiopta of thy admiring country. 
By giving back her long lost hero to her. 
I will exert my power to bring about 
Th* exchange of captives Africa pn^ioses! 

JResT' Manlius, and is it thus, is this the way 
l^oo doBt begin tef^e me proofe of friendship? 
Ah! if thy love be so destructive to me, 
IVhat would thy hatred be? Mistaken consul! 
Shall I then lose the proftt of my wrongs? 
Be thus de/ro»d^cf of the benefit 
I vainly hop'd from all n^ yeara of bondage? 
I did not come to show my chains to Rome, 
To move my country to a weak compassion; 
I came to save her honour, to preserve her 
From tumhing h^ glory} came to snatch her 
From offers so destmetive to her fiune. 
O Manlius! eitlier give me proofs more worthy 
A Roman's friendship, or renew thy hate. 

Man, Dost thou not know, that this exchange refus'd, 
Ine^table death must be thy frite^ 

Beg. And has the name of death such terror in it. 
To strike with dread the mighty soul of Manlius? 
'Tis not tO'doMf I learn that 1 am mortal. 
The foe can only take from Regulus 
What wearied natinre would have shortly yielded; 
It will be now a vbhiatary gift, 
n 2 
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'Twould then b eo o — a faM w rtf tfdit i 
Tea, Manlhis, tell tlie workL that asliiv^ 
For Rome akme, wiMn I c««li^live no kmg«r, 
Twmt Tkf laftcare hefvvdyhig^ tp miitv 
To save thit emnt^ I Iwd Hv^d toi Mvve. 

JMofi. OmenaapMwwtfi^agocMfteSegiiliil 
Thrice happf Bmm! iMpawiMed km hanm^ 
Hast thMt tlM Bwora, thoa awfaUy goodBMiil 
Never to blet» the omsiiI wii^ iky friendshipl 

Mej^. If thou wilt lere ws^ love me Ukc a AaaOT. 
These are the terna on whkh I take thy frmdriup. 
We both must make a aacnfiee to Bone, 
1 of my life, and thou of Btgulwf 
One must resign his beiDg^ one his friend. ^ 

It is but juit^ that what paacmrea ewr ccMatoy 
Such real bkaaingsr tttch anhatantiai 9ood» 
Should cost thee sonaethkig^I shaU loae hwt Utdft. 
Go then, Bsy friend! biit i»roaiise» ere thou goei^ 
WiUi all the consular autikontji^ 
Thou wilt support my coonsd; in the senate. 
If thou art willhiff^to ac«ept theae teima». 
With transport I embrace ttiqr psofier'd finandstap. 

Man. (afterapmue.) ¥es». I do pmrnise. 

Hcf' Bountaona gods, i thank ytud 

Te never g^ve, in all your round of bka^ng^ 
A gift so greaUy wekoae to my soul. 
As Manliua'a friendship on the terms of honouci 

Man. Immortal Powers! why am not I a slai^ 
By heav'ni I almost envy thee thy bonds. 

JRe£r* My friend! there's not a moment to be lost; 
Ere thb periiaps the senate is assemUed. 
To thee,^ and to thy virtues, I commiit 
The dignity of Bom»— my peace and honour. 

Man, Illastrious man, liirewell! . 

J^sr- FMKwdl,. ray friend! 

Man, The sacred flame thou haat kindtedinmy soiOr 
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And raises me to ••■lettaing' Wkort than man. 
My blood it fired witk vktanty And nith Roaw» 
And erery pulicr beaU an alarm to gkvy . 
Who would not opom a teeptue wh0n compered 
With chains Hke thine? Thou man of eireiy Tiftne^ 

farewell! im^ all the god» pvMect and bleas the<^. 

IBjtiit MANtxvs. 
JBMerl^ietvtxn. 
Megr* ^ow I beg^ to lit«: PropitiDii» heaven 
Inclines to favour me.— ^4ieHiitts here? 

Lkin, Withj03^niyhon<yMM#iefiRd,IseekthypPt<» 

sence. 
He^, And irtiy with j(^? 

Xtdin. Beeause my heart onee more 

Beats high wit& flattering h6pe. bi thy grtet eanse 

1 hare been labearing. 

JfUsT' Say'it Ihon in my cause? 

Idcim. In Aine and Rome's. Doe* it exeite thy won- 
der? 
Could'st thou then thM S6 poorfy of LieiniaSy 
That base ingratitude could find a place 
Within hi» baB o m ? -^Can f ^len fiBfc^t 
Thy thousand acts of friendship to my youth, 
ftvget them too at that important moment 
When most I might assise li^e?— Regulus, 
Thou wast my leader, general, fhthei^— ill. 
IKdst thou not teach me early how to tread 
The path of glory; point the way thyself. 
And bid me foHow thee? 

Meff. But say, Licinius, 

What hast thou done to serve me? 

lAcin, f have defended 

Thy Kberty and life! 

JtejSr. All? spcifc— explain.— 
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Licm, Jost At tbe fittk^s ^wieie about to jaeet, 
I hasten'd to the teoiple-^at the entmice 
Their passage I retarded, bf the Ibroe 
Of strong entreaty; th^ addxesi'd rayaetf 
So well to eadi, that I from each obtain'd 
A declaration, that his utmost pow^ 
Should be exerted for thy life and freedom;. 

JReg. Great gods! what do I hear? licinius to^ 

ZfCffi, Not he alone; bo, 'twereiadeed unjust 
To rob the fair Attilia of her olaim 
To filial merit— What I could, I did^ 
Bat ahe — ^thy charming- daughter — Hea;v*n and e9iei\ 
What did she not to save her father? 

Hesr- Who? 

Lion. Atlilia, thy bel#T'd — thy age's darlkig! 
Was ever father bless'd with such a child! 
Crods! how her looks took captive all who saw heri 
How did her soc^hing eloquence subdue 
The stoutest hearts of Rome! How did iibl& fouse 
Contending passions in the breasts of all! 
How sweetly temper dignity with ^i^ 
With what a soft, inimitable grace 
She prais'd, reproach'd, entreated, fratte»*d^ soothed. 

Heff. What said the senators^' 

Idem, What ceiold they say! 

Who could resiat the lovely conqueror? 
See where she comes-*-^ope dances in her ^^e^ 
And lights up aU her beauties into smiles. 
JSmer Attii*ia. 

MH. Once more, my dearest father^-*'*- 

HfS- Ah, presume not 

To call me by that name. For know, Attilia, 
I number rAee among the foes of Begulus. 

MH. What do I hear? thy foe? my Other's foe? 

JRejr. His worst of foes — ^the murd'rer of his glory. 

^m*. Ah! is it then a proof of enmify 
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To wkh thw idltlie ^ood the gfods ewi i^ve thee* 
To yield my life, if needful, for thy service? 

Reg. Thou rash, impradent ^rl! thou little kiiow*st 
The dignity and weif^ht of pu^c cares. 
Who made a weak and inexpertenc'd woman 
The arbiter of Regulus^ fate? 

JUcin, For pitj's sake, my lord! 

Beg, Peace, peace, young man! 

Her silence better than thy language pleads. 
That bears at kaat the senibknce of repentance. 
Immortal Powers!— « daughter and a Roman! 

MH, Because I am a daaghtdr, I presumed—- 

Xmot. Deoauae I am a Roman, I aspired 
T oppose th' inhusaan rigour of thy &te. 

Reg. Nomore,^Iicinius. How can he be ealPd 
A Roman who would live with infamy? 
Or how can the be Begukis's daughter 
Whose coward mind wants fortitude and honour? 
Unhappy chikken! now you make me fid 
The burden of my chains; your feeble souls 
Hure made me know i am imtefd a slave. 

[^Exit Reculus. 

Jttti, TcUme;, liciaittf, and oh! tett me truly. 
If thou believ'st in all the round of time 
These ever bjvath'd a maid so truly wretched? 
To weep, to mo«m a hkb^tt emd &te— 
To love him inth •0ul*ceAdii^ tende moio 
To know no peaee by day or rest by lught— 
To bear a Meeding hewt m this po^ bosom^ 
Which aches, aad tMmUes but to think be sttifers; 
This is my«rimep*4a any other child 
*Twould be a ment. 

Iddn. <»k! my beat Attilia. 

Bo not repent thee of the pious deed: 
It was a virtuous error, not in u» 
U a just duty, wlmh ihe god4ibB soul 
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Of Regulas would think m shameM weaknen^s. 

If the contempt of life in him be yirtue^ 

It were in us a crime to let him perish. 

Perhaps at last he may consent to live: 

He then miX thank us foi^our cares to save him: 

Let not his anger fright thee. Though our love 

Offend him now^ yet, when his mighty soul 

Is reconcil'd to life, he will not chide us. 

The sick man loaths, and with reluctance takes 

The remedy by which his health's restored. 

MH. Licinius! his reproadnes wound my soul, 
I cannot live and bear his indignation. 

Idcin. Would my At^a, rather lose her father 
Than, by offending him, preserve his life? 

Mti. Ah! no. If he but live, I am contented. 

Idcin. Yes, he shall live, and we again be bless'd: 
Then dry thy tears, and let those lovely orba 
Beam with their wonted lustre on Licinius, 
Who lives but in the sunshine of thy smiles. 

[^Exit LxGXViuB' 

Atti. (tUone.) O Fortune, fortime, tlum df^rieious 
goddtasl 
Thy frowns and fovoors have alike no bounds.^ 
Unjust, or prodigal in each extreme. 
When thou would'st humble human vanity. 
By singling out a wretdi to bear thy wtath, ^ 

Thou crushest him with anguish to excess. 
If thou woulcPst MsOT, thou mak'st the happiness 
Too poignant for his ghidy sense to bear.*— 
Immortal gods, who rule ihe &te8 of men, 
Preserve my father! bless him, Mess hkn, Hesv'n! 
If your avenging diunderbolts mutt 6dl, 
Strike Aere— 4lus bosom will invite the blow. 
And thank you for it: but in mercy spsrt. 
Oh! spare his sacred, venerable hefid: 
Bsspect in him an imsfeof yoondvcs; 
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And leave a world, who wants it, an example 
Of courage, wisdom, constancy, and truth. 
Tet if. Eternal Powers who rule this ball! 
You have decreed that Regulus must fall; 
Teach me to yield to your divine command. 
And meekly bow to your correcting hand; 
Contented to resign, or pleas'd receive 
What wisdom may withhold, or mercy |^ve. 



ACT IV. 

Scene — A gaUery in the ambaasadot^a palaee, 

Meg, (o/Mie.) Be calm, my soul! what strange emo- 
tions shake thee? 
Emotions thou hast never felt till now. 
Thou hast defied the dangars of the deep, 
Th' impetuous hurricane, the thunder's roar^ 
And all the terrors of the various war; 
Yet, now thou tremblest, fearful and dismayM, 
With anxious expectation of thy iiite.— 
Tes— thou hast amplest reason ^ thy fears; 
For till this hour, so pregnant with events. 
Thy &me and glory never were at stake. 

Softp-4et me think— what is this thing call'd gUn^? 
'Tis the soul's tyrant, that should be detimm'd. 
And learn subjection like her other passions! 
Ah! no! 'tis false; this is the coward's plea; 
The lazy language of refining vice. 
That man was bom in vain, whose wish to serve; 
Is circuroscrib'd within the wretched bounds 
Otaelf^^A narrow miserable sphere! 
Glory exalts, enlarges, dignifies, 
Ab^bs the iel/lah in the 99cialcUmi%, 
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And pendeiTB mm a blessing to mankind.— 
It is this principle, this spark of deity. 
Rescues debased humanity from gwAt, 
And elevates it by her strong excitemcHto.— 
Jt takes off sensibility from pain. 
From peril, fisar; plucks out the sting from deatit; 
Changes ferocious into gentle manneis^ 
And teaches mtst to imitate the gods. 

It shows ^but see, alas! where Publius comes: 

Ah! he advances with a downcast eye. 

And step irresolute 

Enter Publius. 
jle^^ My Publius, welcome! 

What tidings doit them bring? what says the senate? 
Is yet my fate determ'm'd? quickly tell me. — 
Pub, I cannot speak, and yet, alas! I must. 
Me^. Tell m^ the whole. — 
jp„i. Would I were rather dumb! 

Meg, Publius, no more delay:— I charge thee speak. 
Pub. The senate has decreed you shall depart 
JBeg-. Blest spiritof Rome! thou hast at last prevailed— 
1 thank the gods, 1 have not liv'd in vain! 
Where is Hamilcar?— find him— let us go. 
For Regulus has nought to do in Rome; 
I have accomplish'd her important work. 
And must depart. 

Pub, Ah, my unhappy father! 

Reg. Unhappy, Publius! didst thoii say unhappy? 
Does he, does that blest man deserve tliis name 
Who, to his latest breath, can serve his country? 

Pub. Like thee, my fatlier, I adore my country, 
Yet weep with anguish o'er thy cruel chains. 

Bes^. Dost thou not know that life's a slavery? 
The body is the chain that binds the soul; 
h. yoke that every mortal must endure, 
^ould'st thou lament— lament the general fate, • 
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The chflSn thftt n»tore give$, entail'd on all« 
:(fot ttuese /wear. 

Ptt^, Forgire, fopgvve my iorrows: 

I know, alMt too well thote fell barbarUiui 
Intend th«e instant death. 

Jie£^, So shall my lif« 

And servitude together have an end.<^^-«-w 
PubliuS) farewell! nay do not follow me. 

Pub. Alas! my father, if thou ever lov'dst mt. 
Refuse me not the mournful consolation 
To pay the last sad ofltos of duty 
I e'er can show thce.^*-^ 

He^. Ko!^thou can^st MU 

Thy duty to thy Hither in a way 
More grateful to him: I must strait embariL 
B0 it meanwhile thy pious care to keep 
My lov'd Attilia from a sig^t, I fear. 
Would rend her gentle heart— -Her tears, my ion. 
Would dim the glories of thy father's triumph. 
Her sinking spirits are subdu'd l^ grief, 
liPfi should her sorrows pass the bounds of reason, 
Publius, have pity on her tender age. 
Compassionate the weakness of her sex; 
We mmi not hope to ftnd in her soft soul 
The strong exertion of a manly courage.-*-*-*- 
Support her fainting spirit, and instruct hw*. 
By tiliy example, how a Roman ought 
To bear misfortune. O indulge her weakness! 
And be to her the father she will lose. 
I leave my daughter to thee«**-I do m ore - > i ' 
I leave to thee the eonduct of-*-thyself, 
— ^Ah, Publius! I perceive thy courage &U»*- 
1 9m the quivering lip, the starting tear;— 
That Kpf that tear calls down my mounting soul. 
Resume thysel^^-Oh! do not blast my hope! 
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Tea— I'm coiiipot*d — ^tbou wilt not mock my age-* 
Thou ar^— thou art a i^omon— «md my son. [^ExU^ 

Pub, And k he gone?— now be thyself, my soul- 
Hard is the confltcty but the triumph glorious. 
Tea — ^1 must conquer these too tender feeUngs; 
The blood that fills these veins demands it of me; 
My father's great example too requires it. 
FcM^ye me, Bmne, and gltry^ if I yielded 
To nature's strong attack-^I must subdue it. 
Now, B^^ulus, I feel I am thy «on. 

Enter Attilia. oiuf Ba&cb. 

AtH, My brother, Pm distracted, wild with fear— - 
Tell me, O tell me what I dread to know — 
Is it then true?— I cannot speak — ^my father? 

Barce. &Iay we believe the fatal news? 

Pub. Yes, Barce^ 

It is determined. Regius must go. 

Atti. Immortal powersl-^lVhat say'st thou? 

Barce, Can it be? 

Thou canst not mean it. 

Am, Th«i youVe all bctray'd mc 

Pu6. Thy grief avails not 

Enter Hamilcar and Lxcxkiits. ^ 

Barce, Pity us, Hamilcar! 

Atti, Oh help, licinius, help the lost Attilia! 

Ham, My Barce! there's no hope. 

Lid, Ah! my fiur mouxner; 

All's lost. 

Atti, What all, Licinius? saidst thou all? 
Not one po(M* glimpse of comfort left behind? 
Tell me at least where Regulus is gone: 
The daughter shall partake the father's chains^ 
And share the woes she knew not to prevent. (Omi^) 

Pub, What would thy wild de^ndr? Attalia> Stay, 
Thou must not follow; this excess of grief 
Would oMidh offend him. 
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Atti. Dost thou hope to 9i0p me? 

jPuA. I hope thou wilt resume thy better self, 
And recollect thy father will not bear— — *- 

Jtti. I only recollect I am a dauffhter, 
A poor, defenceless, helpless, wretdied daug^tpl 
Away— and let me follow. 

Pub. No, my sister. 

Mti. Detain me not*-Ah! while thou hold'st me hoy;, 
He goes, and I shall never see him more. 

Barce. My friend, be comfcnrted, he cannot go 
Whilst here Hamilcar stays. 

^tti. O Barce, Barce! 

Who will advise, who comfort, who assist me? 
Hamilcar, pity me.^ — Thou wilt not answer? 

Mam. Rage and astonishnlent divide my soul. 

Mti. Licinius, wilt thou not relieve my sorrows? 

JUci, Yes, at my life's expense, my heart's best treasure, 
Would'st thou instruct me how. 

Mti. My brother too— - 

Ah! look with mercy on thy sister's woes! 

Pub. 1 will at least instruct thee how to bear them. 
My sister — yield thee to thy adverse fate; 
Think of thy father, think of Regulus; 
Has he not taught thee how to brave misfortune? 
'Tis but by following his illustrious steps 
Thou e'er canst merit to be caU'd his daughter. 

Mti, And is it thus thou dost advise thy sister?. 
Are these, ye gods, the feelings of a son? 
Indifference here becomes impiety — 
Thy savage heart ne'er folt the dear delists 
Of filial tenderness — ^the thousand joys 
That flow from blessing and from being bless'd! 
Ko-^idst thou love thy father as / love him. 
Our kindred souls would be in unison; 
And all my sighs be echoed back by thine. 
Thou would'st— i^s!— I know not what I sny,^ 

Digitized by Google 



too TMft mVLEXIBLS CAPTIYS« 

Forget* me^ PabliiUH^tit indeed, my broU)er» 
I do not understand thii crad coldneis. 

Mam, Thou inAy*st not-^but I underitand it wioU. 
His mighty soul, Ml as to thee it seems 
Of Rome, and glory— is enamaur'd^--ca!igl|t*-. 
Enraptur'd with the beauties of fair Bafo^.*^ 
She stays behind if Regulus departs. 
Behold the cause of all the Well.feign*d virtue 
Of this mock patriot— curst dissimulation! 

Puk, And canst thou entertain such vile suspicions^ 
Gods! what an outrage to a son like me! 

ffam. Tes, Roman: now I see thee as thou art» 
Thy naked soul derested of its ffeil^ 
Its specious colouring, its dissembled Tirtues: 
Thou hast plotted with the senate to prevent 
Th' exchange of captives. All thy subtle arts^ 
Thy smooth inventions have been set to work^«- 
The base refinements of your p%U»)Cd land« 

Pub, In truth the doubt is worthy of an AfriCait 

{CQmemptwvuHg*) 

Bam. I know— — 

Pub. Peace, Carthaginian, peace^ and hear me: 
Dost thou not know, that on the very man 
Thou hast insulted Barce's fate depends? 

Ham, Too well I know, the cruel chance of war 
Gave her, a blooming captive, to thy mother; 
Who, dying, left the beauteous prize to thee. 

PubUu9, Now, see the use a Roman makes of powef. 
Heaven is my witness how I lov'd the miud! 

she was dearer to my soul than light! 
Dear as the vital stream that feeds my heart! 
But know my konmi^^ dearer than my love» 

1 do not even hope <A»w Wilt believe mcj 
7*hy brutal soul, as savage as thy climes 
Can never taste those elegant delights. 
Those pure r^beinentSi love and gloiy jxM. 
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•Tis not to thee I stoop for yindication. 

Alike to me thy friendship or thy hate; 

But to remove from others a pretence 

For branding PubUus with the name of villain; 

That they may see no sentiment but honour 

Informs this bosom— Barce^ thou viitfree. 

Thou hast my leave with him to quit this shore. 

Now learn, barbarian, how a Roman loves! ^Exit. 

Barce. He cannot mean it! 

Ham. Oh exalted virtue! 

Which challenges esteem though from a foe. 

\_Looking after Publius. 

Att, Ah! cruel Publius, wilt thou leave me thus? 
Thus leave thy sister? 

Barce. Didst thou hear, Hamilcar? 

Oh! didst thou hear the god-like youth resign me? 
(Hamiloar and Licinius seem lost in thought,) 

Ham, Farewell, I will return. 

lie. Farewell, my love! (ToAttiua.) 

Barce, Hamilcar, where 

Att, Alas! where art thou going? 

(ToLiciirius.) 

JUc. If possible, to save the life ofRegulus. 

Att, But by what means!— Ah! how canst thou ef- 
fect it? 

Iac. Since the disease so desperate is become. 
We must apply a desperate remedy. 

Ham, {after a long pause.) Yes — ^I will mortify this 
generous foe; 
ril be revengr'd upon this stubborn Roman; 
Kot by defiance bold, or feats of arms. 
But by a means more sure to work its end; 
By emulating his exalted worth. 
And showing him a virtue like his own; 
Such a refin'd revenge as noble minds 
Alone can practise, mid alone can feel. 
8 2 
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Att. If thou wilt g^ liciniui^ let AtOliii 
At least go with thee. 

Lie, No, mf gentle loTei 

Too much I prize thy aafety and thy peace. 
Let me entreat ihee stay with Bavce hcrt 
Till our petuWi. 

Att. Then^ etc ye go, in pity 

Explain the latent purpose of your souls^ 

Lie. Soon shalt thou know it laW-'Fattwdl! Vire- 
weU! 
Let us keep Regulus in M&me or tUef 

(7\> Hamilcar athegoei out,) 

Ham, Yes.'-^These smooth, polish^ R^ntfans shall 
confess 
The soil of ^yWc t<io produces heroes. 
What, though our pride perhaps be less than thebt, 
Our irirtufe may be equal: they shall own 
The path of honour's not unknown t6 Oarthaffi, 
Nor, as they arrogantly thoik, confin'd 
To their proud capitol:— Yes*— they Shall learn 
The gods look down on other climes than theirs. [Exit. 

An. What gone, both gone? What can I think or do? 
licinius leaves me, led by love and Virtue 
To rouse the citisens to war and tumult. 
Which may be fatal to himself and Rome, 
And yet, alas! not serve my dearest father. 
Protecting Deities! preserve them both! 

Buret, Nor is thy Barce more at ease, my friend^ 
I dread the fierceness of Hamilcar*s courage} 
Rous'd by the grandeur of thy brother's deed^ 
And stung by his reproaches, his great soul 
Will scorn to be outdone by him hi gl(ffy» 
Yet, let us rise to courage and to life. 
Forget tlie weakness of our helpless sen. 
And mount above these cowitf d uromiOi's ^ftrs; 
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Hope dawns upon my mind'^-fnj prospect clears, 
And every cloud now brightens into <Uy. 

Att, How different are our souls! Tby sanguine tem- 
per, 
Flash'd with the native vigour of thy soil. 
Supports thy spirits; while the sad Attilia, 
Sinking with more than all her sex's fears. 
Sees not a beam of hope; or# if she sees it, 
'Tis dot the bright, Warm splendour of the sun; 
It is a sickly and uncertain glimmer. 
Of instantaneous light'ning passing by. 
It shows, but not diminishes the danger. 
And leaves my poor benighted ftoul as dark 
As it had never shone. 

Baree. Come, let us go; 

Yes, joys unlook'd for now shall gild thy days. 
And brighter suns reflect propitious rays. {^Exeuni. 

Scene-^ halt locking tvwardt the garden. 

Enter Regulus tpeahing to one ^ rt ami l car's a<te»- 

dantn. 

Where's your ambassador! where is Hamilcar? 
Ere this he doubtless knows the senate's will. 
Go seek him out^-tell him we must depart-*— 
Rome has no hope for Aim, or -wish for me. 
Longer delay were criminal in both. 
Enter M ANLitTS. 

Beg. He comes. The coftsul comes! my noble friend! 
let me strain thee to this gratefUl heart. 
And thank thee for the vast, vast debt I owe thee! 
But for thy friendship I had been a wretch—— 
Had been compell'd to shameful Uberty, 
To thee I owe the glory of these chains. 
My faith inviolate, my fame preserved. 
My honour, virtue, glory, bondage— all! 

Man. But we shall lofte thee, so it is decree d 
Thou must depart? 
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Reg. Because I mast depart 

You will not lose me; I were lost indeed 
lUd I remain in Rome. 

Man, Ah! Regains, 

Why, vrttf so late do I begin to love thee? 
Alas! why have the adverse fates decreed, 
I ne'er must give thee other proofs of friendship. 
Than those, so fatal and so fiill of wo? 

Reg, Thou hast perform'd the duties of a friend: 
Of a just, faithful, true, and noble friend: 
Yet, generous as thou art, if thou constrain me 
To sink beneath a weight of obligation, 
I could — ^yes, Bfanlius — ^I could ask still more. 

Man. Explain thyself. 

Reg. I think I have fuimi'd 

The various duties of a citizen; 
Nor have I aught beside to do for Rome. 
Now, nothing for the public good remains. 
Manlius, I recollect I am a father! 
My Publius! my Attilia! ah! my friend. 
They are — (forgive the weakness of a parent) 
To my fond heart dear as the drops that warm it. 
Next to my country they're my all of life; 
And, if a weak old man be not deceived, 
Hiey will not shame that country. Yes, my friend. 
The love of virtue blazes in their souls. 
As yet these tender plants are immature. 
And ask the fostering hand of cultivation: 
Heaven, in its wisdom, would not let ih&i father 
Accomplish this great work. — To thee, my friend. 
The tender parent delegates the trust: 
Do not refuse a poor man's legacy; 
1 do bequeath my orphans to thy love — 
If thou wilt kindly take them to thy bosom, 
Their loss will be repaid with usury. 
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9 let the father owe his fflmj to thee. 
The children their protection! 

Man, Re^us, 

With grateful joy my heart accepts the trust: 
Ob! I will shield, with jealous tenderness. 
The precious blossoms from a blasting world* 
In roe thy children shall possess a father, 
Though not as worthy^ yet as fond as thee. 
The pride be mine to fill their youthful breasts 
With every virtue — ^'twill not cost me much: 
I shall have nought to teach, nor they to learxiy 
But the great history of their god4ike sire. 

Be J, I will not hurt the grandeur of thy virtttt^ 
By paying thee so poor a thing as thanks. 
Kow all is over, and I bless the gods, 
Tve nothing more to do« 

Enter Pvblxus in hatte. 

Pub. O Regulus! 

Reg, Say what has lu4>pened} 

PttA. Rome is in a tuntelt— 

There's scarce a citizen but runs to arms-^ 
Thsy will not let thee go. 

Reg. Is't possible? 

Can Rome so far forget her dignity 
As to desire this infamous exchange? 
I blush to think it! 

Pub. Ah! not so, my father. 

Rome cares not for the peace, nor for th' exchange; 
She only wills that Regulus shall stay. 

Reg. How, stay? my oath — my faitii— my honour! ah! 
Do they forget? 

Pub. No: Every man exclums 

That neither faith nor honour should be kept 
With Carthaginian perfidy and iraudi 

Reg. Gods! Gods! on what vile principles they reason! 
Can guilt in Carthage palliate guilt in Rome, 
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Or vice in one Absobeit in anotberi 
Ah! who hereafter shall be criminals 
If precedents are usM to justify 
The blackest crimes. 

Pub. Th' in&tuated people 

Have called the augurs to the 8aa!«d fane. 
There to determine this momentous point. 

Beg^. I have no need oforadeSf my aon; 
iRbnour'ff the oracle of honest men. 
I gave my promise, whiefa I will observe 
With most religious strictness. Rome, 'tb true, 
Had power to chuse the peace, or change of slaves; 
But whether Regulus return, or not. 
Is hia concern, not the concern of Borne, 
That \va8 a public, tkh a private care. 
Publiusi thy father is not what he was; 
i am the slave of Carthage^ nor has Borne 
Power to dispose of captives not her own. 
Chiards! let us to the port. — Farewell, my friend. 

Man, Let me entreat thee stay; for should'st thoug* 
To stem this tumult of the populace. 
They will by force detain thee: then, alas! 
Both Regulus and Rome must break their &ith. 

Beg. What! must I then remain? 

Man* No, Regulos^ 

I will not check thy great career of glory: 
Thou shalt depart; meanwhile Til try to calm 
This wild tumultuous uproar of the people. 
The consular authority shall still them. 

Beg. Thy virtue is my safeguard— -but— 

Mm. Enough.— 

/ know thy honour, and trust thou to mine*, 
I am V Roman, and I feel some sparks 
Of Reguhis's virtue in my breast. 
Though fate denies me thy illustrious chains, 
I will at least endeavour to deserve them. [JS?jciif. 
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Beg. How is my country alter'd! hoW, alai^ 
It the great spirit of old Rome extinct! 
Restraint and force must now be put to use 
To make her virtuous. She must be compelVd 
Tofiuth and honour. — ^Ah! what Pubiius here? 
And dost thou leave so tamely to my friend 
The honour to assist me? Go^ my boy. 
Twill make me more in love with chains and death> 
To owe them to a son. 

Pub. I go; my father— 

I will, I will obey thee. 

Reg, Donotsig^— :— 

One sigh will check the progress of thy glory. 

Pub. Yds, I will own the pangs of death itself 
Would be less cruel than these agonies: 
Yet do not frown austerely on thy son: 
His angvUh is his virtue: If to conquer 
The feelings of my soul were easy to me, 
'Twould be no merit. Do not then defraud 
The sacrifice I make thee of its worth. 

\_Exeunt severaUy, 
Mankivs, Attilia. 

Mt, {speaking as she enters.) Where isthe consul?-*- 
where, oh! where is Manlius? 
t come to breathe the voice of mourning to him, • 
I come to crave his mercy, to conjure him 
To whisper peace to my affiicted bosom. 
And heal the anguish of a wounded sgimt, 

Man. What would the daughter of my noble friend? 

Alt. {kneeling.) If ever pity's sweet emotions touch'd 
thee— 
If ever gentle love assail'd thy breast — 
If ever virtuous friendship fir'd thy soulr«- 
By the dear names of husband, and of parent— 
By all the soft yet powerful ties of nature— 
If e'er thy lisping hifanto chunn^d thine ear 
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And waken'd all the father in thy e/o^j^^ 

If e'er thou hop'st to have thy latter day* 

Blest by their love, and sweeten'd by their duty-— 

Oh! hear a )uieeUng, weeping, wret<3ined daughter* 

Who begs a father's life — nor hers alone. 

But Rome's— -his country's father, 

Man, Gentle um^l 

Oh! spare this sc^, subduing eloquenc«!^^ 
Nay, rise. I shall forget I am a Homan*'* 
Forget the mighty debt I owe my country — 
Forget tlie feme and glory of thy father. 
I must conceal this weakness. (Tuma/rom her^ 

Att. {rises eagerly.) Ah! you we^l 

Indulge, indulge, my lord, the virtuous softness: 
Was ever sight so graceful, so becoming. 
As pitjr's tear upon the hero's cheek? 

Man. No more-««l must not hear thee. (Gtfii^.) 
Att, Howf not hear mel 

You must — ^you shall— 4iay, nay return, roy lord^- 
Oh! fly not from me— -**look upon my woes» 
And imitate the mercy of the godsr 
*Tis not their thunder that excites our reverence, 
*Ti8 their mild mercy, and forgiving love. 
*Twill add a brighter lustre to thy laurels* 
When. men shall say, and proudly point thee out, 
«* Behold the consul!— -He who sav'd bis iHend.'* 
Oh! what a tide of joy will overwhelm thee! 
Who will not envy tliee thy glorious feelings? 

Man, Thy father scorns his liberty and Ufe» 
Nor will accept of either, at th' expense ' 
Of honour, virtue, glory, faith, and Rome. 

Att. Think you behold the god-likiB Begulus 
The prey of unrelenting savage foes. 
Ingenious only in contriving ilh-— ^ 
Eager to glut their hunger of revcnge> 
They*ll plot such new, such dire, unheerd^tortitfa- 
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Shich dreadful, and sach complicated vengeance. 

As ev'n the Punic annals have not known; 

And, as they heap fresh torments on his head^ 

They'll glory in their genius for destruction. 

—Ah! Manlius— «ow methinks I see my fatheiv- 

My faithful fancy, full of his idea. 

Presents him to me— mangled, gash*d, and toni^ 

Stretch'd on the rack in writhing agony — 

The torturing pincers tear his quivering flesh, 

While the dire murderers smile upon his wound8«- 

His groans their music, and his pangs their sport. 

And if tliey lend some interval of ease. 

Some dear-bought intermission, meant to make 

The following pang more exquisitely felt, 

Th* insulting executioners exclaim, 

— ** Now, Roman! feel the vengeance thou hast scom'dl** 

Man. Repress thy sorrows— 

Mt, Can the friend of Regulus 

Advise his daughter not to mourn his fate? 
How cold, alas! is Friendship when compared ' 
To ties of blood — to Nature's powerful impulse! 
Yes— she asserts her, empire in my soul, 
Tis Nature pleads — she will — she must be heard; 
With warm, resistless eloquence she pleads.— 
Ah, thou art softened! — see — ^the consul yields— 
The flings triumph — tenderness prevails — 
The Roman is subdued— the daughter conquers! 

{catching hold of hit roBe.) 

Man, Ah! hold me not — ^I must not, caxmot stay. 
The softness of thy sorrow is contagious; 
I too may feel when I should only reason. 
I dare not hear thee^ — Regulus and Rome, 
The patriot and the friend— all, all forbid it 

(breaks from her, and exit. ^ 

M* Oh feeble grasp! — and is he gone, quite gone? 
Hold, hold thy empire. Reason, firmly hold it, 

VOL. IZ. V 
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Or rather quit at once thy feeble throne. 

Since thou but serv'st to show me what Tve lost/ 

To heighten all the horrors that await me; 

To summon up a wild, distracted Crowd 

Of fata^iiriages, to shake my soul. 

To scare sweet peace, and banish hope itself: 

Farewell! delusive dreams of joy, farewell! 

Come, fell Despwr! thou pale ey'd spectre, come. 

For thou shalt be Attilia's inmate now. 

And thou shalt grow, and twine about her heart, 

And she shall be so much enamour'd of thee. 

The pageant Pleasure ne'er shall interpose 

Her gaudy presence to divide you more. 

{stands in an attitude of ail&nt gfief^ 
Enter Licinivs. 
Lie. At length Tve found thee-— ah, my charming 
maid! 

tlow have I sought thee out w|th anxious fondness! 

Alas! she hears me not.— My best Attilia! 

Ah! grief oppresses every gentle sense. 

Still, still she hears not— -'tis Licinius speaks. 

He comes to sooth the ang^h of thy spirit. 

And hush thy tender sorrows into peace. 

Mt. Who's he that dares assume the voice of lov% 

And comes unbidden to these dreary haunts? 

Steals on the sacred treasury of wo. 

And breaks the league Despair and I have made? 
Idc. 'Tis one who comes the messenger of Heaven, 

To talk of peace, of comfort, and of joy. 

Mt. Didst thou pot mock me with the sound of joyi 

Thou little know'st the anguish of my sou]« 

If thou believ'st I ever can again. 

So long the wretched sport of angry "fortune^ 

Admit delusive Hope to my sad bosom. 

Kbiii-— I abjure the fli^tterer and her tmio. 
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Let those, who ne'er have been like me deceiv'd^ 

Embrace the fair fantastic sycophant — 

For J, alasl am wedded to Despsur, 

And will not hear the sound of comfort more. 

Z4c. Cease, cease, my love, this tender voice of wo. 
Though softer than the dying cygnet's plaint: 
She ever chants her most melodious strain 
When death and sorrow harmonize her note. 

Mt. Yes— I will listen now with fond delight; 
For death and sorrow are my darling themes. 
Well! — what hast thou to say of death and sorrow? 
Believe me, thou wilt find me apt to listen. 
And, if my tongue be slow to answer thee. 
Instead of words I'U g^ve thee sighs and tears. 

Idc. I come to dry thy tears, not make them flow; 
The gods once more propitious smile upon us, 
Joy shall again awjut each happy mom. 
And ever-new delight shall crown the day ! 
Yes, Regulus shall lire— 

Mt, Ah me! what say'st thou? 

Alas! Fm but a poor, weak, trembling woman — 
I cannot bear these wild extremes of fate — 
Then mock me not.— I think thou art lioinius. 
The generous lover, and the faithful friend! 
I think thou would'st not sport with my afflictions* 

X»c. .Mock thy afflictions!-*May eternal Jove, 
And every power at whose dread shrine we worship. 
Blast all the hopes my fond ideas form. 
If I deceive thee! Regulus shall live. 
Shall live to give thee to Licinius' arms. 
Oh! we will smooth his downward path of life, 
And after a long length of virtuous years. 
At the last verge of honourable age. 
When nature's glimmering lamp goes gently out. 
We'll close, together close his eyes in peac^« 
Together drop tlie sweetly pamful ttax-^ 
T 2 
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Then copy out liis yirtaes ia our lives. 

•^tt. And shall we be so blest? is*t possible? 
Forgive me, my Licinius, if I doubt thee. 
Fate never gave Huch exquisite delight 
As flattering liope hath iraag'd to thy soul. 
But how? -^Explain this bounty of Ae gods. 

Idc. Thou know'st what influence the name of tribmft 
Gives its possessor o^r the people's minds: 
That power 1 have exerted, nor in vain; 
All are prepared to second my designs: 
The plot is ripe — there's not a man but swears 
To keep thy god-like father here in Rome— — 
To save his life at hazard of his own. 

^tt. By what gradation does my joy aseend! 
I thought that if my father had been saVd 
By any means, I had been rich in Miss: 
But that he lives, and lives preserr'd by tbee; 
Is such a prodignlity of fate, 
I cannot bear my joy with moderation: 
Heaven should have dealt it with a scantier handf 
And not have ^ower'd such pkateous blessings on BM^ 
They are too great, too flattering to be real; 
'Tis some detightful vision, which enchant^ 
And cheats my senses, weakened by misfortune. 

Xtc. We*ll seek thy father, and meanwhile, my hit, • 
Compose thy sweet emotions ere thou see'st hinu 
Pleasure itself is painful in excess; 
For joys, like sorrows, m extreme, oppress: 
The gods themselves our pious carfcs ai^rovr. 
And to reward our virtue crown our love. 
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ACT V. 

»frt apattment in the amboitadofU palae&^^ardt and 
other attendants seen at a distance. 

Mam. Where is this wond'roiia many this mrtchkft 
hero. 
This arbiter of kingdoms jmd ol kings. 
This delegate of Heaven, this Boman god? 
I long to show his soaring mind an eqpa\ 
And bring it to the standard of humanity. 
What pride, what glory will it be to fix 
An obligation on hisstnbbom soul! 
Oh! to constrain a foe to be obliged! 
The very thought exalts me e'en to raptofe. 
Enter Rxgvlus and guards. 

Bam. Well, Regulus!— At last— 

JReg. I know it all; 

I know the motive of thy just complaint- 
Be not alarm'd at^this licentious uproar 
Of the mad populace. I will depart— 
Fear not— I will not stay in Rome alive. 

Ham. What dost thou mean by uproar and alarms? 
Hamilcar does not come to vent complaints; 
He rather comes to prove, that Afric too 
Produces heroes, and that Tiber's banks 
May find a rival on the Punic coast. 

Reg. Be it so.— ^Tis not a time for vain debate: 
Collect thy people.— Let us strait depart. 

Ham. Lend me thy hearing first 

Beg. O patience, patience! 

Ham. Is it esteemed a glory to be grateful? 

Beg. The time has been when 'twas a, duty only. 
But 'tis a duty now so littie practis'd. 
That to pecfoxm it is become a glory. 
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Sam, If to fulfil it should expose to danger!—— 

Be^. It rises then to an illustrious virtue. 

Ham. Then grant this merit to an AMcan. 

Give me a patient hearing ^Thy great son. 

As delicate in honour as in love. 
Hath nobly pven my Barce to my armt; 
And yet, 1 know he doats upon the maid. 
1 come to emulate the generous deed; 
He gave me back my love, and in return 
I will restore his father. 

Be^, Ah! what say'st thou! 

Wilt thou preserve me then? 

ffam, IwiXL 

Beg, But how? 

Ham. By leaving thee at liberty to fiy. 

Beg. Ah! 

Ham. I will dkmiss my guards on some pret^ce» 
Meanwhile do thou escape, and lie conceal*d: 
I wiU aifect a rage I shall not feel. 
Unmoor my slups, and sail f<n* Africa. 

Beg. Abhorr'd barbarian! 

Ham. WeU, what dost thou say? 

Art thou not much surpris'd? 

Beg. I am indeed. 

Ham» Thou coi^'st not then have hop'd it? 

Beg. No! I could not. 

Ham. And yet Fm not a Roman.' 

Beg. {8miUng cotaemptuouslif.) I perceive it. 

Ham. You may retire. (^cUoud to the guards,) 

B0g. No!— Stay, 1 charge you sUy. 

Ham. And wherefore stay? 

Beg. I thank thee for thy offer. 

But I shall go with thee. 

Ham, *Tis well, proud man! 

Thou dofit de^e me thsn? 

I^eg. No— but I pity th«c» 
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Ham, Why pity me? 

Reg, Because thy poor, dark soul 

Hath never felt the piercing ray of virtue. 
Kbow, African! the scheme thou dost propose 
Would injure me, thy country, and thyself. 

Ham, Thou dost mistake. 

Reg. Who was it gave thee power 

To rule the destiny of Regulus? 
Am I a slave to Carthage, or to thee? 

Ham, What does it signify from whom, proud Boman! 
Thou dost receive this benefit? 

Reg. A benefit? 

savage ignorance! is it a benefit 
To lief, elope, deceive, and be a villain? 

Ham. What! not when life itself, when all's at stake? 
Know'st thou my countrymen prepare thee tortures 
That shock ima^nation but to think of? 
Thou wilt be mangled, butcher'd, rack'd impal'd* 
Does not thy nature shrink? 

Reg. {smiUng at his threats.) Hamilcar! no. 
Dost tlK>u hot know the Roman genius better) 
We live on honour — ^'tis our food, our life. 
The motive, and the measure of our deeds! 
We look on death as on a common object; 
The tongue nwr faulters, nor the cheek turns pric. 
Nor the calm eye is mov'd at sight of him 
We court, and we embrace him undismay'd; 
We smile at. tortures if they lead to glory. 
And only cowardice and guilt appal us. 

Ham. Fine sc^histry! the valour of the tongue. 
The heart disclahns it; leave this pomp of words. 
And cease dissembling with a friend like me. 

1 know that life is dear to all who live. 

That death is dreadful — ^yes, and must be fear'd. 
E'en by the frozen apaUiists of Rome. 

Reg. Did I fear death when on Bagradi^s bahks 
T 4 
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I fiic'd and slew the formidable aeipciit 

That made yo«r boldest Afncans recoil, 

And shrink with horror, though the monster lif*d 

A native iomate of their own pasch'd deserts? 

Did I fear death before the gates of Adis! 

Ask Bostar, or let Asdrubal conftas. 

Ham. Orahall i mtfaer of Xantippus ask. 

Who dar'd to undeceive dekided Btnae, 

And prove this vannter not invincible? 

'Tis eves said, in Afrnuil metn. 

He made a {prisoner of this ^demi-fod^— 

Did we not triumph then? 

Reg, Vaki boaster! «H 

No Carthaginian conqiier'd Regolua; ^ 

Xantippua was a Chreek**a brave one too: 

Yet what dastinctum did yo^ Afric mskei 

Between the man who aerv'd her, and her foe; 

I was the object of her q)en fa*te: 
He, of her secret, dark malignitfr. 

He durst not trust Hbe nation he had sav'd; 
He knew, and therefi»e fear*d you. — ^Yes, he knew 
Where once you were oblig'd, you ne'er ^n^ve. 
Could you f(M*give at all, you'd rather pardon 
The man who hated, than the man who serv'd you. 
Xantippas found his ruin ere it reacVd him, 
LiUiking behind your honours and rewards. 
Found it in your feign'd courtesies and fawnings. 
When vice intends to strike a mast^ stroke. 
It's veil is smiles, it's language protestations. 
The S^>artan's merit tiufeaten'd, but his service 
Compeird his ruin.— Both you could not pardon. 
Ham* Ccmie, come, I know full well— 
Reg. Barb^ant peace. 

Tve heard too much — Ck>, call thy followers: 
Prepare thy ships, and learn to do thy duty. 
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Bam. Tesl^-show thyself intrepid, aad imvlt me( 
Call mine tbe bMndn^fs of barfovi^ fi»endskq>* 
On Tiber's banks I hear thee, tmd am calm: 
But know, thou seomful Roman! that too soon 
In Carthage thoa may'st fear and feel my i^ageance: 
Thy cold, obdurate pride shall there confess. 
Though Rome may talk— ^ Africa can punish. [firtV. 

Res', Farewell! Fve not a thoi^ht to waste on thee. 
Where is the consul? why does PubUus stay? 
Alas! I &ar— but see Mtilia comes! — 
Ent&r Attilia. 
-Re^-. What brings thee here, my child? what eager 

joy 

Transports thee thus? 

Mt. I cannot speak— my father! 

Joy choaks my utterance — Rome, dear gratefiil Rome, 
(Oh! may her cup with blessings overflow) 
Gives up our common destiny to thee; 
Fauthful and constant to the advice thou gav*sther. 
She win not hear of peace, or change of slaves. 
But she insists — reward and bless her, gods! — 
That thou shalt here remsun. 

jRe^r- Wliat! with the shame- . 

Mt. Oh! no— the sacred senate hath considered 
That, when to Carthage thou did'st pledge thy faith. 
Thou wast a captive, and that being such. 
Thou could'st not bind thyself in covenant. 

jffeg-. lie who can die is always free, my child! 
Learn farther, he who owns another's stren]gth 
Confesses his own weakness.— Let them know, 
I swore I would return because I chose it, 
And will return, because I swore to do it. 
JSnfcr PuBLius. 

Pub, Vain if that hope, my father. 

Jie^r, Who shaU stop me? 

T 5 
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Pub. All Home— -^The citizens are up in antt^: 
In vain would reaion stop the growing ton«nt; 
In vain would'st thoa attempt to reach the port. 
The way is bnr'd by thronging muHitndes: 
The oth» streets of Rome are all deserted. 

Heff. Where, where is Manlins? 

Pub. He Is still thy fntni; 

His single voice opposes a whole people; 
He threats this moment and the next entreats. 
But all in rain; none bear him, none obey. 
The general fury rises e'en to madness. 
The axes tremble in the lictors hands. 
Who pale and spiritless want power to use them-* 
And one wild scene of wmithj prevails. 

Me£'. Farewell! my dai^ter. Publius follow tne. 

l^Exit Publius, 

Mt. Ah! where? I tremb le 

{detaining Regulus.) 

Meg* To assist my friend — 

T* upbraid my hapless country with her crime- 
To keep unstam'd the gloiy of these chsuns-^ ^ 
To go, or perish. 

Jin. (Ml! h«re mCTcy! 

Reg. Hold; 

I have been patient indth thee; have indulg'd 
Too much the fond affectbns of thy soul; 
It is enough; thy g^f would now offend 
Thy father's honour; do not let thy tears 
Conspire with Rome to rob me of my triimipli. 

Atti. Alas! it wounds my souL 

Reg. I know it dof & 

I know 'twill grieve thy gentle heart to lose me; 
But think, thou roak'st the sacrifice to Rome> 
And idl is well again. ' rr: 

AtH. Alas! my father, 

T?i aught beside— 
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JSTtfj*. What wottkL'st Ummi do, my diDdl 

Oanst thou direct the destiny of Rome, 
And boldly ptead amid th* assembled senate? 
Canst thoQy fi>rgetting all thy eex^s softneas. 
Fiercely engage in hardy deeds of arms? 
Canst thou encounter labour, toil and fiiniiie, 
Fatigue and hardships, watchings^ eold and hett) 
Canst thou attempt to serve thy country thus? 
Thou canst not:— but thou may'st aMtetti *Qf loH 
Without these agonizing pangs of grief. 
And set a bright example of submissioii, 
Wort&y a Boman's daughter. 

^ui. Yet iuch fertiliftdfi^ 

iSff . Is a most painful virtue; — but Attilia 
Is Rej^us's daughter, and must bitre it* 

Alii, I will entreat the gods to ^ve it me. 
Ah! thou art offended! I hxve lost thy love. 

ijr^. Is this concern a marlL that ^u ha«t loil it? 
1 cannot, cannot spurn my weeping child. 
Jteceive this proof of my paieatal ^mdneasi'^ 
Thou lov'st Licinius— He too loves my daughter. 
I give thee to his wishes; I do more— 
1 give thee to his virtues. — ^Yes, Attilia, 
The noble youth deserves this dearest pMfgt 
Thy &thei^s friendship ever can bestow. 

^t$. My lord! my father! wilt thou, canst ^ou leave 
me? 
The tender father will not quit his child! 

Be^. I am, I am thy father! as a proo^ 
I leave thee my example how to suffer. 
My child! I have a heart within this bosom; 
That heart has passions— set in what we differ; 
Passion— which is thy tyrant— is my slave. 

AtH, Ah! sUy n^ father. Ah!— 

Beir. FaxeweU! fiveweU! {Exit. 

AtH, Yes,Begultts! I feel thy spirit hece^ 
Thy Bughty spirit struggling in this breait, 
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And it shall conquer all these coward feelingly 
It shall subdue the woman in my soul; 
A Roman virgin shoqld be something more-* 
Should dare above her sex's narrow limits— 
And I will dare— and mis'ry shall assist me— 
My father! I yriil be indeed thy daughter! 
The hero shall no more disdain his child; 
Attiilia shall not be the only branch 
That yields dishonour to the parent tree. 
Enter Barcb. 

Barce. Attilia! it is true that Regulus, 
In spite of senate, people, augurs, friends. 
And children will depart? 

MH. Yes, it is true. 

Barce, Oh! what romantic madness! 

AtH. Youfolget— 

llarce! the deeds of heroes claim respect. 

JBarce. Dost thou approve a virtue wliich must lead 
To chains, to tortures, and to certain death? 

MH, Barce! those cbuns, those tortures, and tliat 
death. 
Will be his triumph. 

Barce, Thou art pleas'd, Attilia, 

By heav'n thou dost exuH in his destruction! 

Mti. Ah! pitying powers, (weeps.) 

Barce, I do not comprehend th^e. 

AtH, No, Barce, I believe it.— -Why, how should'st 
thou? 
If I mistake not, thou wast bom in Carthage, 
In a barbarian land, where never child 
Was taught to triumph in a father's chaios. 

Barce, Yet thou dost weep— thy tears at lea/it are ho- 
nest. 
For they refuse to share thy tongue's deceit; 
They speak the genuine language of affliction. 
And tdl the sorrows that oppress thy soul 
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JHH, Grief, that dissolves in tears, relieves the heart. 
When congregated vapors melt in rain. 
The sky is calm'd, and all's serene again. [^EA^iti 

Barce. Why, what a strange, fantastic land is thisl 
This love of glory's the disease of Rome; 
It makes her mad, it is a wild delirium. 
An universal and contagious frenzy; 
It preys on all, it spares nor sex nor age: 
The consul envies Regulus his chains — 
He, not less mad, contemns his life and freedom— 
The daughter glories in the father's ruin — 
And Publius, more distracted than the rest, 
Besigns tlie object that his soul adores. 
For this vain phantom, for this empty glory. 
This may be virtue; but I thank the gods. 
The soul of Barce's not a Roman soul. {^Exit, 

Scene -within sight of the Tiber-^Ships ready for the em- 
barkation of Regulus and the ambassador-^Trilnme 
and people stopping up the passage — Consul and lie- 
tors endeavouring to clear it. 

Maitlivs and Licinius advance^ 
lie, Rome will not suffer Regulus to go. 
Man. 1 thought the consul and the senators 
Had been a part of Rome. 

jjic, I grant they arc- 

But still the people are the greater part 
Man. The greater^ not the wiser. 
Xtc. 'T^® 1^8** crueL— — 

Full of esteem and gratitude to Regulus, 
We would preserve his life. 

Man, And we his honour. 

JUc. His honour!— 

Man. Yes. Time presses. Words are vain. 
Hake way there— clear the passage. 



{ 
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Zac, OnyourUtta!, 

Stir not a man. 

Mm. I do commMjdyou, go. 

I4c, And I forbid it. 

Man. Clear the way, my friends* 

How dares Ldcinius thus oppose the con«uI? 

JJc. Uowdar'st tho% Manlius, thus oppose the tri^ 
bune? 

Man. 1*11 show thee what I dare, imprudent boy!— 
lictors, force through the. passage. 

Idc. Romans, guard it 

Man. God^. is my power resisted then with arms? 
Thou dost affront the majesty of Rome, 

Lie. The miyesly of Rome is in thepec^le; 
Thou dost insult it by opposing them, 

^•ople. Let noble Regulus remain in Rome. 

Man, My friends, let me explain this treacherous 
scheme. 

People. We will not hear thee— •— Reguhu shall stay. 

Mun, What! nope ob^ me? 

People. Regulus riiall stay. 

Man. Romans, attend.— ^-^ 

People. LetRegulus.vemaiiL 

&Uer RmGVhv%, followed by Pvblius, ATTix.itA« Ha* 

KXLCAR, BarCE, &€. 

Reg. Let Regulus remain! what do I hear? 
Is't possible the wish should come from you? 
Can Romans give, or Regulus acc^t, 
A life of infamy? Is't possible? 
Where is the ancient virtue of my country? 
Rise, rise, ye mighty spirits of old Rome! 
I do invoke you from your silent tombs; 
Fabricius, Cocles, and Camillus, rise. 
And show your sons what their great fathers were. 
My countrymen, what crime have IcomjalUedi 
Alas! how has the wretched Regulus 
Desenr'd your hatred? 
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j^c. Hatred? ah! my friend, 

n 18 our love would bw«k these cruel chains. 

Reg. If you deprive me of my chains, Tm nothiBf ; 
They are my honouw, riches, titks^-aU! 
They'll diame my enemies, and grace my country} 
They'll waft her glory to remotest climes. 
Beyond her provinces and conquer'd realms, 
Where yet her conq'ring ei^les never flew; 
Nor shall she blush hereafter if she find 
Becorded with her faithftil citizens. 
The name of Regulus, the captive Regulus. 
My countrymen! what, think you, kept in awe 
The Volscl, Sabines, JSqui, and Hemici? 
The arms of Rome alone? no, 'twas her virtue; 
That sole surviving good, which brave men ke^ 
Though fate and warring worlds combine against them: 
This still is mine — and Pll preserve it, Romwas! 
The wealth of Plutus shall not bribe it from me! 
If you, alas! require this sacrifice, 
Carthage herself was less my foe than Rome; 
She took my freedom — she could take no more; 
But Rome, to crown her work, would take my honoiDr. 
My friends! if you deprive me of my chuns^ 
I am no more than any other slave: 
Yes, Regulus, becomes a common captive, 
A wretched, lying, peijur'd fugitive! 
But if, to grace my bonds, you leave my honour, 
I shall be still a Roman, though a slave. 

JJc. What faith should be observ'd with savages? 
What promise should be kept which bonds extort? 

Reg. Unwwthy subterfuge! ah! let us leave 
To the wild \rab and the foithless Moor 
These wretched maxims of deceit and fraud: 
Examples ne'er can justify the coward: 
The brave man never seeks a vindication. 
Save from hi* own just bosom and the gods; 
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From principle* not precedent he acts: 
As that arraigns him, or as that acquits. 
He stands, or Mis; condemned or justifyd. 

Xdc. Rome is no more if Regius departs. 

JRe^, Let Rome remember Regius must die! 
Kor would the moment of my death be distant. 
If Nature's work had been reserv'd for Nature: 
'What Carthage means to do, she would have done, 
As speedily, perhaps, at least as surely. 
My wearied life has almost reach'd its g^al; 
The once-warm current stagnates ia these veins. 

Or through its icy channels slowly creeps 

View the weak arm; mark the pale, furrow'd chee]^. 
The slacken'd sinew, and the dim sunk eye. 
And tell me then I must not think of dying! 
How can I serre you else? My feeble limbs 
Would totter now beneath the armour's w^ght, 
The burthen of that body it once shielded. 
You see, my friends, you see, my countrymen, 
I can no longer show myself a Roman, 

Except by dying like one Gracious Heaven 

Points out a way to crown my days with glory^ 

do not frustrate then the will of Jove, 
And close a life of virtue with disgrace. 
€k)me, come, I know my noble Romans better; 

1 see your souls, I read repentance in them; 
You all applaud me— nay, you wish my chains: 
'Twas nothing but excess of love misled you. 
And, as you're Romans, you will conquer that. 
Yes! — I perceive your weakness is subdu'd — 
Seize, seize the moment of returning virtue; 
Throw to the ground, my sons, those hostile arms; 
Retard no longer Regulus's triumph: 

I do request it of you as a friend, 

I call you to your duty, as a patriot. 

And— were 1 stiU your gen'ral, Vd command you. 
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Iac, Lay down your arms — ^let Hegiilus depart. 
{To thepeople, who clear the -way ^ andqidi their awiw.) 

Beg. Gods! gods! I thank you — ^you indeed are righ- 
teous* 

Piib. See every mandisarm'd. Oh, Rome! oh, father! 

Jltt, Hold, hold, my heart. Alas! they all obey. 

Beg. The way is clear. Hamilcar, I attend thee. 

Sam, "Why, I begin to envy this old man! {ande.) 

Man, Not the proud victor on the day of triumph^ 
Warm from the slaughter of dispeopled realms. 
Though conquered princes gp'ace his chariot wheels, 
Though tributary^monarchs wait his nod. 
And vanquish'd nations bend the knee before him^ 
£*er shone with half the lustre that surrounds 
This voluntary sacrifice for Rome! 
Who loves his country will obey her laws; 
Who most obeys them is the truest patriot. 

Beg, Be our last parting worthy of ourselves. 
Farewell! my friends.— I bless the gods who rule Us, 
Since I must leave you, that I leave you, Romans. 
Preserve the glorious name untainted still. 
And you shall be the rulers of the globe. 
The arbiters of earth. The farthest east. 
Beyond where Ganges rolls his rapid flood. 
Shall proudly emulate the Roman name. 
{KneeU.) Ye gods, the g^uar^ans of this glorious people^ 
Who watch with jealous eye £neas' race. 
This land of heroes I commit to you! 
This ground, these walls, this people be your care! 
Oh! bless them, bless them with a liberal handl 
lict fortitude and valour, truth and justice. 
Forever flourish and increase among them! 
And if some baneful planet threat the capitol 
With its malignant influence, oh! avert it.— 
Be Regulus the victim of your wrath. — 
On this white head be all your vengeance poured. 
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But «pare, oh! space, and bless inmiortal Rome! 
Ah! tears? my Bomans weep! Farewdl* fitfewdl! 
Attilia ttrug^t to get to Ubgulus, io prevenied'-^^he 

Jamt%—hejixe9 hio eyt otea^ on her far oome HmCp 

and then depart* to the okipa. 

Man. {looking after Atm.) Farewell! £iieweli! thoii 
glory of mankind! 
Protector, Either, saviour of thy country! 
Thiougfa Reguhis tiie Roman name AaXL Hve, 
Shall triumph oter time, and mode oblivion. 
Farewell! thou pride of thid immortal coaat! 
'Tit Rome alone a Regulus can boast 
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BY BAVn> GARRICK, ESQ. 

"WBAt son of phy ncy but hid art extends. 
As well as hand, vrhen call'd on by his fnoids? 
What landlord is so weak to make you fast, 
lYhen guests like you bespeak a good repast? 
But weaker stiU were he whom fate has placed 
To sooth your cares, and gra^ your tast^ 
Sttiould he neglect to bring befinre your eyes 
Those dainty dramas which from genius riie^ 
"Whether your luxury be to smile or weep. 
His and your profits just proportion keep. 
To night he broi^^ht, nor feavs a due reward^ 
A Roman patriot by a female bard. 
Bfitons who feel his flame, his worth wHI rate, 
* Xo common spirit his, no common fate. 
iNrLBxxBLs and captivb must be great. 
** Howi cries a sucking fop, thus lounging, straddling^ 
(Whose head shows want of ballast by its noddling) 
A woman write! Learn, madam, of your betters. 
And read a noble lord's post hik-mous letters. 
There you will learn the sex may merit praise 
"By making puddings — not by making pla3rs: 
They can make tea and mischief, dance and sing^ 
Their heads, though full of feathers, can't take wing.** 
I thought they could, sir; now and Ihen by chance. 
Maids fly to Scotland, and some wives to France. 
He StiU went nodding on— <* Do all she can. 
Woman's a trifle— play-thingw-hke her fan." 
Bight, sir, aud when a wife the rattle of a mtifL 
von. IX. II 
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And shall such tfdn^t as these become the test 

Of female worth? the fairest and the best 

Of all heaven's creatures? for so Milton sung us, 

Andy with such champions, who shall dare to wroog us I 

Ck>me forth, proud man, in all your pow'rs array'd: 

Shine out in all your splendor— Who's afraid? 

Who on t'rench wit has made a glorious war. 

Defended Shakspeare, and subdu'd Voltaire— * 

Woman!* — ^Who, rich in knowledge, knows no prid^ 

Can boast ten tongues, and yet not satisfied? 

Womanlf — Who lately sung the sweetest lay? 

A woman! woman! woman! i still I say. 

Well then, who dares deny our power and m^t^ 

Will any married man dispute our right? 

^peak boldly, sirs— your wives are not in sight. 

What! arc you silent? then you are content; 

Silence, the prov^b teUs us, gives consent. 

Critics, will you allow our honest chum? 

Are you dumb too? This night has fix'd our fame. 

•.Mn. Montagiie, tmihm of an euky on the wridngi of Shakspevft 
tMn. Cuter, wdl known Ibr her ddll in ancient and moden fin* 



tlfiii Kam, whose poems wece jwt pablishe& 
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